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Introduction

When Brian asks his wife Gemma to spice up their monthly intimacy with dirty stories, he has no idea what he's unleashing. What starts as innocent storytelling during their bedroom sessions quickly evolves into something more provocative.




Gemma, a seemingly innocent office administrator, begins sharing tales of workplace seduction, neighbourhood temptations, and scandalous encounters. Her stories grow increasingly detailed and vivid with each telling, leaving Brian wondering how his conservative wife developed such a wild imagination.




But there's more to Gemma than meets the eye. While Brian believes these stories spring from his wife's creative mind, readers will be left questioning where fantasy ends and reality begins. Are these truly just bedtime stories to enhance their intimacy, or is Gemma sharing more than just her imagination?




This steamy novella explores the boundaries between fantasy and reality, trust and desire, innocence and experience. Through Gemma's sultry storytelling, we witness a marriage transformed by the power of erotic tales - or perhaps by something more.




Written for readers who enjoy their erotica with a psychological edge, "Bedtime Stories" delves deep into themes of hidden desires, secret lives, and the thrill of the forbidden. This tale of domestic spice will leave you questioning just how well you know the person sharing your bed.




Features scenes of passionate encounters, workplace seduction, group scenarios, and boundary-pushing situations. All wrapped in the delicious uncertainty of whether Gemma's tales are pure fantasy... or delightfully real.




Perfect for fans of hotwife stories, erotic confessions, and marriages with spicy secrets. This novella delivers both heat and intrigue, keeping readers guessing until the very end.




Contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and situations that will make you blush. Not your typical bedtime story!




From the author of "Hotwife Tales" comes a story that will make you wonder about every seemingly innocent wife's secret life...




Content Warning




This erotic novella contains explicit sexual content including detailed descriptions of intimate encounters, group scenarios, workplace seduction, and boundary-pushing situations. Themes include wife-sharing, consensual infidelity, and sexual exploration within marriage. Features graphic language and adult scenarios. Intended for mature readers 18+ only. May contain triggers for those sensitive to themes of infidelity or non-traditional relationships.


Prologue

This book is written by a British author and is set in my hometown area of Kentish Town, London. It features Essex and Yorkshire accents and speech patterns and is written in British English. So, a plea to American readers, be patient with the inclusion of extra U’s and odd phrases, it is intended and part of the charm of the story.


1: Saturday Night

Brian sank into his favourite spot on the brown leather sofa with an appreciative groan after a long shift in his London tube maintenance job. The cushions moulded around him, softened from years of Match of the Day viewing. The living room felt cosy, warmed by the combination of central heating and four cans of Yorkshire Bitter coursing through his veins.

"Bloody West Ham," he muttered, watching the late evening football highlights. "Should've had that penalty."

His wife Gemma lounged at the other end of the sofa, her bare feet tucked underneath her. The glow from her phone lit up her face as she scrolled through social media. A half-empty glass of white wine balanced on the arm of the sofa beside her.

Brian glanced over, admiring how the soft lamplight caught her blonde hair. Even in her comfy Saturday night clothes, a loose t-shirt and leggings, she looked gorgeous as always. Sometimes he still couldn't believe she'd married him.

He reached for another can from the coffee table, the ring-pull clicking satisfyingly as he opened it. The familiar smell of British hops and best malt drifted up.

"You know what," he said, breaking the comfortable silence. "Them bloody union types nearly caused a right mess with all that strike talk. Thank God they sorted it out though, I won't lose any shifts next week now."

Gemma looked up from her phone, her green eyes bright with interest. "Oh yeah? Heard some of the lads talking about it up at work. Bet you're well chuffed it got cancelled?"

"Too right." He took a long swig of beer. "Would've had to work double shifts to catch up after. Not as young as I used to be for all that physical graft."

Twenty years he'd been at Transport for London now. Started as a young lad fresh down from Leeds. The job paid decent money, and he was good at it, even if it wasn't exactly glamorous work keeping the Northern Line running.

"Should've seen Keith's face when we got the news," Brian chuckled. "Grinning like a Cheshire cat, he was. Started cracking dodgy jokes about management again. Right over their heads it went!"

Gemma smiled, the kind of smile that still made his heart skip even after five years of marriage. She shifted position, stretching her legs out towards him. Her leggings hugged the curves of her thighs.

"Poor Keith," she said. "Still trying to be the office comedian?"

"Aye, bless him. Reckons he could do stand-up if the track work ever dries up."

Brian watched as Gemma went back to her phone, her thumb sliding across the screen. A strand of hair fell across her face, and she absently tucked it behind her ear. The diamond of her wedding ring caught the light.

The Match of the Day pundits droned on in the background, dissecting the day's goals and near-misses. But Brian found his attention drifting back to his wife. The wine had brought a lovely flush to her cheeks. He remembered their first meeting at the pub quiz, how she'd caught his eye straight away. Still did.

Brian savoured the moment, sinking deeper into his favourite spot on the sofa. Everything felt right tonight, the familiar comfort of Match of the Day, the pleasant buzz from the beer, and most importantly, Gemma's presence beside him. These quiet Saturday nights had become their ritual, him with his football, her with her phone, sharing space without needing to fill every moment with conversation. The ease of it struck him. No pressure, no pretence, just them being themselves.  

The Match of the Day theme tune signalled the approaching end of the programme. Brian checked his watch, stretching his arms above his head. The pleasant weight of the evening settled around them like a comfortable blanket.

"Fancy heading up to bed soon after this, my love?"

◆◆◆

Brian padded across the upstairs landing, his bare feet sinking into the plush cream carpet. His mouth tingled with the sharp taste of peppermint as he ran his tongue over his freshly brushed teeth. The bathroom light clicked off behind him, leaving just the warm glow spilling from their bedroom doorway.

Through the gap, he caught glimpses of Gemma moving about their bedroom. His heart did that familiar little skip it always did when he saw her, even after five years of marriage. She'd changed while he was in the bathroom, now wearing those soft pink cotton pyjamas he loved - the ones that somehow managed to be both cosy and sexy at the same time.

The bedside lamp cast a gentle light across their king-size bed, throwing soft shadows on the pale grey walls. Brian's eyes lingered on the curve of Gemma's hip as she bent to arrange her pillows. That familiar ache of desire stirred in his belly.

"Ready for bed, love?" Gemma's voice carried that playful lilt that still made his pulse quicken. She straightened up, treating him to one of those smiles that never failed to make him feel like the luckiest bloke in London.

"Yeah, just about." Brian moved towards his side of the bed, feeling that familiar excitement of the pre-bed routine. The mattress dipped under his weight as he sat down, springs creaking slightly.

Gemma perched on her side, twisting to face him. Her blonde hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, catching the lamplight. "You... you know it's that time of the month again, right?"

Brian did some internal maths, of course… the extra chocolate and sweet pudding Gemma prepared tonight should have given that away. He watched as she fiddled with the edge of her pillowcase, her fingers betraying her own awkwardness. 

Brian felt that familiar warmth spread through his chest as Gemma mentioned her monthly cycle. Unlike some blokes who'd moan and groan, but not him, he didn’t mind these nights. His gorgeous wife never left him wanting, even when she couldn't properly make love to him.

"S'alright love." He stretched out on his side of the bed, propping himself up against the headboard. "You know I don't expect anything."

Gemma's green eyes sparkled in the soft lamplight. "Don't be daft. Just because I can't doesn't mean you have to go without." She shifted closer, her hand finding his thigh through the thin cotton of his pyjama bottoms. "You work hard all week keeping London moving. The least I can do is make sure my man's taken care of."

Brian's breath caught as her fingers traced higher. Christ, but she knew exactly how to touch him. Ten years younger than him she might be, but she'd never made him feel old or past it. If anything, her attentiveness made him feel like a bloody king.

"Proper good wife you are." His Yorkshire accent thickened as arousal pooled in his belly. The mattress dipped as Gemma moved closer, her breast pressing against his arm through her pink pyjama top.

"I try." Her fingers found the drawstring of his bottoms. "Someone's got to look after you, ain't they?"

Brian watched through heavy-lidded eyes as she worked the tie loose. Every month like clockwork she did this for him, never complaining, never making him feel guilty for wanting her. Just her soft hands and gentle words, bringing him the release his body needed.

"Don't know what I did to deserve you, Gem." He lifted his hips as she tugged his bottoms down, exposing him to the warm bedroom air.

"You're just lucky I suppose." Her hand wrapped around him, starting that familiar rhythm that never failed to drive him wild. "Now relax and let me take care of you proper."

Brian watched Gemma's soft fingers glide up and down his shaft. Her touch remained perfect, as always - not too firm, not too gentle. Five years of marriage had taught her exactly what he liked. His cock twitched under her expert ministrations, and a quiet groan escaped his lips.

Yet something nagged at him. A thought that had been building for months now, growing stronger with each of their monthly sessions. The beer from earlier gave him a warm buzz, perhaps just enough Dutch courage to voice what he'd been desperate to ask.

His Yorkshire upbringing screamed at him to keep quiet. Good northern lads didn't ask their wives for owt like that. What would his mam think? But Christ, the idea of Gemma telling him something properly filthy while she worked him like this...

"You're miles away tonight." Gemma's voice cut through his thoughts. "Everything all right, love?"

Brian swallowed hard. His cock throbbed in her grip as she maintained that maddening rhythm. Now or never, he thought.

"Um, Gemma love?" His voice came out rougher than intended, betraying his nerves. He cleared his throat and tried again. "I love how you erm, use yer hands and all, but..."

The words stuck in his throat. Bloody hell, why was this so difficult? It weren't like she'd laugh at him. His sweet Gemma never judged him for anything.

Her hand slowed its movements, thumb circling his sensitive tip. "What is it, babe? You can tell me anything, you know that."

Heat flooded his cheeks. Thank Christ the bedside lamp cast such dim light - his face must be proper red by now.

"Could you..." He wet his lips, mouth suddenly dry. "Could you tell me something dirty? You know, something a bit naughty. Might help me, you know..."

The words hung in the air between them. Brian held his breath, heart hammering against his ribs. His cock twitched in Gemma's grip, betraying just how much the mere thought excited him.

Gemma's hand froze mid-stroke. Her eyes widened, and that familiar crease appeared between her brows - the one that always showed up when she was taken aback by something. His cock began to soften in her grip as panic gripped him.

"Christ, I shouldn't have..." Heat flooded his cheeks. What sort of husband asks his wife something like that? His mam would clip him round the ear if she knew. "Sorry love, forget I said owt. Just being daft."

But then something unexpected happened. Instead of pulling away in disgust, the corners of Gemma's mouth twitched upward. That playful glint he loved so much sparked in her green eyes, and her fingers gave him a gentle squeeze that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through his groin.

◆◆◆

Gemma's fingers froze mid-stroke. Bloody hell. Had Brian really just asked her to talk dirty? Her heart thumped against her ribs as she processed his timid request. In their five years of marriage, he'd never once hinted at wanting anything beyond their usual routine.

"You want me to tell you something dirty?" She kept her voice soft, playful, masking the surge of excitement that rippled through her body. Brian's cock twitched in response, harder than she'd felt him in ages.

His face flushed red in the dim bedside light. "Yeah... you know, might help things along like."

Gemma shifted closer, her breath warm against his neck as she continued her steady strokes. This was new territory - dangerous, thrilling territory. The old Gemma stirred inside her, the one who used to prowl London's underground clubs seeking adventure. She pushed those memories aside, focusing on Brian's vulnerable request.

"What sort of things do you want to hear about, love?" She traced her free hand across his chest, feeling his heart racing beneath her palm. "There's all sorts of naughty stories I could make up..."

Brian squirmed slightly, his breathing growing heavier. "Just... whatever you think. Something exciting."

Gemma's mind raced through possibilities, testing the waters. "Well, I could tell you about us getting caught somewhere public..." She watched his face carefully. "Or maybe me playing the naughty schoolgirl for you..." A slight grimace – no not right. She lowered her voice to a whisper. "Or I could tell you about me being properly filthy...”, almost there, there’s something his expression now, “With someone else?"

His cock jerked in her hand. Bingo.

"Oh, you like that idea, do you?" She increased her pace slightly. "Want to hear about your wife being a proper little slut?"

"Christ, Gem..." Brian's hips lifted off the mattress.

The thrill of discovery coursed through her veins. All this time, her strait-laced Yorkshire husband had been harbouring fantasies about his wife's wild side. If only he knew the truth about her past - the clubs, the strangers, the deliciously depraved encounters that still featured in her private dreams.

"You want me to be a slut, Brian?" Her Essex accent grew stronger as excitement took hold. "Tell you all about being proper naughty and dirty?" She watched him nod frantically; his eyes squeezed shut. "Maybe even more than one bloke with me at a time?"

His entire body tensed. She'd unlocked something primal in him, something that had been locked away behind his traditional façade. The power of it made her dizzy with possibility.

Gemma shifted closer to Brian on their bed, her fingers maintaining their steady rhythm along his shaft. The familiar warmth of his cock contrasted with this unfamiliar territory they'd stumbled into. "Picture this..." She let her Essex accent flow naturally, no longer holding back. "Me in that new bar down Camden. You know the one - all chrome and glass." Her lips brushed his ear as she whispered. "Wearing that little black dress you pretend not to notice. The one that shows off my tits proper nice."

Brian's breathing quickened beneath her touch. She felt his cock grow even harder.

"These two fit blokes at the bar couldn't take their eyes off me." Her hand moved with practised skill, varying pressure and speed. "One of them bought me a drink. Proper gentleman he was... at first."

A low groan escaped Brian's lips. His head pressed back into the pillows; eyes squeezed shut. The sight sent tingles down her spine. She'd found something here, something powerful.

"You like that, don't you?" Her voice dropped lower, huskier. "Thinking about your wife being chatted up by strange men?" She increased her pace slightly. "Want me to tell you what a proper little slut I can be?"

Brian's hips bucked involuntarily. "Gem..."

"You want me to be a slut, Brian?" Her free hand traced patterns on his chest. "Tell you all about being properly naughty?" Another groan confirmed her suspicions. "Being absolutely filthy?"

His cock throbbed in her grip. She watched his face flush deeper, and noticed how his breathing grew ragged.

"Maybe you'd like to hear about what happened with other men?" She twisted her wrist just so, drawing another moan from him. "Or even..." She paused for effect. "...other women?"

Brian's whole body tensed at that suggestion. Gemma felt a rush of power course through her.

"More than one at a time, perhaps?" She purred the words against his ear. "All of them wanting me... using me..."

His back arched suddenly. Hot spurts of cum shot across his stomach - more than she'd ever seen from him before. His entire body shuddered with the force of his orgasm.

"Bloody hell..." Brian gasped, then immediately began to drift off. "Thanks, love..." His words slurred as sleep claimed him almost instantly.

Gemma stared at her sleeping husband, her mind racing. "Well... there's a turn-up," she whispered to herself.


2: Sunday Reflections

Brian stretched awake, the Sunday morning sun creeping through the curtains. His head throbbed slightly from last night's Yorkshire Bitter, but a contented smile played across his face. The smell of coffee and bacon drifted up from downstairs.

He padded down in his Leeds United pyjamas to find Gemma at the stove, her hair tied back in a messy ponytail.

"Morning love." He wrapped his arms around her waist, planting a kiss on her neck. "Smells good."

"Proper fry up." Gemma flipped the bacon. "Thought you might need it after them beers last night."

"You're a diamond." Brian settled at the kitchen table, unfolding his copy of the Sun newspaper. The familiar routine felt comforting after last night's unexpected intimacy. Best keep that sort of thing in the bedroom where it belonged.

"How was work this week then?" He glanced up as Gemma slid a loaded plate in front of him. "That new director giving you grief still?"

"Nah, he's calmed down a bit now." Gemma buttered her toast. "Think Linda had a word. You know what she's like, takes no nonsense from the likes of him."

Brian nodded, mouth full of egg. The kitchen radio played quietly in the background as sunlight streamed through the French doors. Perfect Sunday morning.

"Leeds vs Spurs on Sky later." He mopped up bean juice with a triangle of toast. "Might nip down the shop, get some cans in. You want anything?"

"Oh, that reminds me." Gemma topped up their coffee cups. "Sarah and Mike are coming round for dinner next week. Meant to tell you earlier."

"The neighbours? Nice." Brian liked Mike - good bloke, season ticket holder at West Ham, but he'd not hold that against him. "What you thinking of cooking?"

"Probably do my special lasagne. Could you grab some red wine while you're at the shop? Something decent, not the cheap plonk."

"Leave it with me love." Brian stood, dropping a kiss on her forehead. He felt lighter somehow, more relaxed than he had in ages. Must be the weekend effect. Or maybe… last night. 

◆◆◆

Gemma slipped through the blue-painted metal entrance at Kentish Engineering. The familiar smell of machine oil and cheap office air freshener hit her nostrils. Early morning sunlight streamed through the grimy windows, casting long shadows across the empty admin office. Just how she liked it - peaceful before the daily chaos began.

She navigated the well warn carpet tiles as she made her way to her desk, being careful not to trip on the worn edges, don't want to repeat last week, she thought to herself, remembering how long it took to pick up all the files she's thrown around the room when she tripped. The conservative navy pencil skirt and cream blouse showed the world she meant business, though the silk underwear beneath told a different story. Old habits die hard.

She flicked on her ancient computer and headed to the kitchenette while it wheezed to life. The kettle's gurgle filled the quiet space as she spooned instant coffee into her 'World's Best Administrator' mug - a leaving gift from her last job that still made her smirk.

Brian's request from Saturday night played through her mind as she stirred the coffee. His shy stammering, the way he'd flushed red asking for those dirty stories. And his reaction - she'd never seen him cum so hard.

"Well well, someone's in early." Linda's voice cut through her thoughts. The HR manager dropped her oversized handbag onto her desk with a thud.

"Kettle's just boiled if you fancy a brew?"

"Lifesaver. Dave's been doing my head in all weekend about this bloody Marbella trip. Says he doesn't trust Spanish bartenders around me. Like I'm some silly teenager who can't handle herself."

Gemma hid her smile behind her mug. If only Linda knew about that wild weekend in Magaluf back in her early twenties. The bartender with the tribal tattoos. His friend with the motorbike. But that was then, before she met Brian, another life.

"Men can be right muppets about that stuff," Gemma offered diplomatically. "Brian was the same when I went to Benidorm with the girls from my old work. Though I notice he didn't mind the money I saved on the duty-free perfume I brought back."

"Speaking of your Brian, how's he doing with all that tube strike nonsense?" Linda perched on the edge of Gemma's desk, blowing on her tea.

"All sorted now thank god. Though he did treat himself to a few extra Yorkshire Bitters on Saturday to celebrate. Proper chuffed it got resolved."

The office door buzzed, the first of the factory workers arriving to sort out their overtime sheets. Gemma straightened the photo of her and Brian at a West Ham v Leeds match, his arm proudly around her shoulders. Time to put on her efficient administrator face.

"Right then, better crack on," Linda hauled herself up. "These holiday forms won't process themselves. However, between you and me, I might take an extra-long lunch today. This hangover's killing me."

◆◆◆

Gemma shuffled the timesheet forms into a neat pile, glancing up as Linda sipped her tea. The older woman's face held that familiar glint - the one that meant office gossip was brewing.

"So, still playing with his little trains then, your Brian?" Linda's lips curved into a knowing smirk.

A familiar tightness gripped Gemma's chest. The same one she felt whenever anyone took the piss out of Brian's hobby. She kept her voice light. "He works hard on those long shifts, Linda. Let him have his hobby. I'm damn sure I couldn't work down there in the dark all the time."

Gemma was about to start on the payroll reports when she heard the heavy tread of work boots in the corridor. Mike from maintenance. She'd noticed how Linda always perked up whenever he came to the office, practically swooning over his "dreamy forearms" when he left. Might as well give her something to gossip about at lunch, Gemma thought with an internal smirk. Besides, it's just a bit of harmless fun. Like the old days, before I met Brian. Just office banter really, time to give Linda something to talk about other than bloody Marbella.

She hadn't flirted properly in years, not since meeting Brian, but some skills you never forget. Wonder if I've still got it? The thought amused her. This'll give Linda something to fan herself about for days.

The office door swung open. Mike from maintenance strode in, tool belt slung low on his hips. His work polo strained against his biceps as he gestured toward the air conditioning unit.

"Morning ladies. Got a report about the air con playing up again?" His eyes lingered on Gemma a fraction longer than necessary.

Gemma shifted in her chair, letting her skirt ride up just enough. The silk of her underwear whispered against her thighs. "Been making a right racket since Friday. Proper pain trying to concentrate with all that noise."

She watched as he stretched up to examine the unit, his polo riding up to reveal a strip of tanned skin above his work trousers.

"Might take a while to check all the connections," Mike said, reaching for his tools. "That all right with you ladies?"

"Take all the time you need," Gemma replied, crossing her legs slowly. "We wouldn't want it breaking down again, would we?"

Gemma watched as Mike struggled with the filter high above her desk. His work shirt rode up with each stretch, revealing a toned strip of stomach that made her bite her lower lip. The maintenance man's muscles flexed as he balanced on his tiptoes.

"Need any help there?" She rose from her chair, smoothing down her pencil skirt. "Looks like you could use a spotter."

"Bit tricky this one." Mike grunted, straining upward. His biceps bulged against the tight uniform sleeve.

"Maybe if you..." Gemma leaned against her desk, deliberately letting her cream blouse fall open slightly as she pointed up at the unit. "Tried coming at it from this angle?"

She felt his eyes flick down to the lace edge of her bra now just visible. A familiar thrill ran through her - the game was on. Mike quickly looked away, focusing intently on the filter above. Just like the old times, Gemma thought, suppressing a satisfied smirk. She'd forgotten how much fun this could be.

"Yeah, reckon you might be right." Mike shifted position, shirt riding up even further. Gemma made a show of studying the maintenance problem while secretly admiring the cut of his abs.

"Getting hot in here without that air-con." She fanned herself with a timesheet, knowing the movement would make her blouse gape more.

After what seemed like an unnecessarily long time fiddling with the unit, Mike finally packed away his tools. Gemma noticed how his gaze lingered on her legs as she perched on her desk.

The moment he left, Linda let out an exaggerated exhale, dramatically fanning herself with a manila folder. "Bloody hell, Gem! You were laying it on thick there!"

Gemma laughed, straightening the papers on her desk with exaggerated innocence. "What? Just being helpful. Besides, it's just a bit of harmless fun, no one getting hurt, are they?"

She shot Linda a conspiratorial wink. "What Brian doesn't know..."

Both women dissolved into giggles, sharing the kind of knowing look that passed between office girls who understood exactly what game was being played.

The shrill ring of the office phone pulled Gemma from her musings. Her fingers wrapped around the handset, "Good morning, Kentish Engineering and Manufacturing, how may I help?"

A gruff voice rattled off an order number. Gemma pulled her keyboard to her, bringing up the relevant details. The ancient monitor flickered as she navigated through the database.

"Yes, I can see that order here, Mr. Thompson. The bearings were dispatched yesterday afternoon." She kept her tone warm but professional, jotting down notes on her message pad. "You should receive them by courier before noon tomorrow."

Three more calls followed in quick succession; a supplier query about delayed payments, a customer complaint about mismatched specifications, and the monthly check-in from their safety certification body. Gemma handled each with her usual efficiency, her voice never betraying the wandering thoughts that tickled the edges of her consciousness.

Between calls, she typed up the morning's reports. The familiar tap of keys filled the office as her fingers bashed away. The monthly production figures needed formatting, health and safety incidents needed logging, and the staff holiday calendar needed updating. But her mind kept drifting back to Saturday night.

What story could she tell Brian next time? The cursor blinked on her screen as her thoughts wandered. Nothing specific has come to mind yet. She'd need something good to top last time's reaction. The printer whirred to life, spitting out the day's paperwork as she pondered the possibilities.

The phone rang again. Gemma straightened in her chair, pushing those thoughts aside.

"Kentish Engineering and Manufacturing, Gemma speaking..."

◆◆◆

 

Gemma unwrapped her Tesco meal deal sandwich at her desk, the bland chicken and stuffing filling matching her mood after a morning of endless paperwork. Linda pulled up her chair, balancing her homemade tuna mayo on her knee.

"So..." Linda's eyebrows waggled suggestively. "That Mike though. A proper bit of all right, ain't he? Did you see those arms when he was fixing the air con?"

"Oh, give over." Gemma rolled her eyes but couldn't help the small smile that crept across her lips.

"Seriously though, you're terrible! Poor Brian..." Linda tutted, though her eyes sparkled with amusement. "The way you were practically falling out of your blouse. Thought the poor lad was going to have a heart attack up that ladder."

"Brian's perfectly happy!" Gemma protested, dabbing at a spot of mayo on her skirt. “Anyway, it’s you who fancies him, not me.” Her mind flashed back to Saturday night, the way Brian had responded to her stories. The flush that had crept up his neck, his desperate groans. Happier than ever since Saturday, she thought, suppressing a knowing smirk.

"If you say so, love." Linda didn't look convinced. "Though I wouldn't want Dave catching me making eyes at the maintenance man like that."

Gemma waved her hand dismissively, eager to change the subject. "Speaking of Dave, how's the holiday planning going? You decided on those apartments in Marbella yet?"

Linda's face lit up, the previous topic forgotten as she launched into a detailed breakdown of Spanish accommodation options. Gemma nodded along, making appropriate noises of interest while her sandwich slowly went soggy.

"...and Dave reckons we could upgrade to the sea view for only another fifty quid a night," Linda continued, gathering up her lunch wrappings. "Though personally I think that money would be better spent on cocktails."

The afternoon passed in its usual blur of invoices and timesheets. Before Gemma knew it, she was shutting down her ancient computer and gathering her belongings. The factory floor had quietened, with most of the day shift already headed home.

As she followed Linda out through the main doors, Mike appeared from the maintenance office. He raised his hand in a casual wave goodbye, tool belt slung over his shoulder. Linda immediately erupted into exaggerated kissy faces behind his back, complete with theatrical swooning.

"Pack it in!" Gemma laughed, swatting at her friend with her handbag. But her mind was already racing ahead. Hold on... I think I have a new idea for story night. And I think Brian will love it.

Linda's theatrical display continued as they crossed the car park, her impression of Gemma's earlier flirting growing more ridiculous with each step. Gemma just shook her head, fishing her car keys from her bag as she tried not to encourage her friend's performance.


3: First Story Night

Brian's shoulders slumped as he trudged up Kentish Town Road, his steel toe-capped boots heavy on the wet pavement. The orange glow from the streetlights caught the droplets clinging to his high-vis jacket, reminding him of the twelve hours he'd spent deep in the Northern Line tunnels. His overalls bore the black streaks and grease stains that came with maintaining London's ancient underground arteries.

The warm package of fish and chips pressed against his chest brought a hint of comfort. Steam escaped through the white paper wrapping, carrying that unmistakable tang of malt vinegar. His stomach growled in anticipation, he hadn't eaten since his sandwich during his lunch break.

As he turned onto his street, the familiar row of Victorian terraces stretched before him. Light spilt from his front window, casting a warm rectangle onto the front garden. Through the gap in the curtains, movement caught his eye, as expected Gemma was home. The tension in his shoulders eased slightly knowing his wife was waiting for him, hopefully with the kettle on.

He fumbled with his keys, the chip paper crinkling as he shifted it under one arm. The lock clicked and he pushed open the heavy blue door.

"That you, love?" Gemma's voice rang out from the living room. She appeared in the hallway, wearing that royal blue top that always made his heart skip. The one that hugged her curves just right without being obvious about it.

"Brought us fish and chips." He held up the package, drinking in the sight of her. Her blonde hair caught the light from the hall, and her face practically glowed with energy, unusual for a Monday evening.

"Ooh, perfect timing." She bounced forward to kiss his cheek, her perfume, that expensive one he'd got her for Christmas, mingling with the sharp vinegar smell from his dinner. "You look knackered though. Go on up and get those dirty overalls off. And have a proper wash! I'll sort some bread and butter, make us a proper feast of it."

The house felt wonderfully warm after the damp chill outside. Everything neat and tidy as always. His Gemma's influence is shown in the perfectly arranged shoes by the door, and the post pile sorted by envelope size on the hall table.

"Don't be long," she called after him as he started up the stairs. "Don't want them getting cold!"

◆◆◆

Brian settled into his usual spot at the head of their kitchen table. The wood felt smooth beneath his calloused hands, worn from years of heavy work on the underground. Gemma had laid out proper plates. The nice ones with the blue pattern round the edge, not their usual chip shop newspaper straight on the table setup.

"Thought we'd eat properly, love. No TV tonight." She flashed him a smile, and his breath caught. Her lips shimmered with that pink gloss she usually saved for going out. The sight triggered something primal in him, memories of Saturday night flooding back unbidden.

The rich scent of vinegar-soaked chips filled the kitchen as they divided up their feast. Brian pushed a particularly large piece of cod onto Gemma's plate, remembering how she always gave him the bigger portion when they were courting. The fish wasn't a patch on Whitby's finest, but with her sat across from him, hair catching the kitchen light just so, he couldn't bring himself to care.

"How was your day then?" Gemma's voice carried an unusual edge. Her fork pushed the chips around her plate, barely making it to her mouth. The tomato sauce bottle sat by her hand, her fingers drumming against its red plastic surface.

"Same old really. Signals on the Northern Line giving us grief again." Brian watched as she dabbed at her lips with a paper napkin, that pink gloss leaving a perfect imprint. His mind wandered back to Saturday night, how her voice had dropped low and sultry as she spun that tale about... Christ, he needed to focus on his dinner and give over with the daft thoughts.

Her leg bounced under the table, making the cutlery rattle slightly against the ceramic. Something was clearly on her mind. She reached for her glass of water, took a sip, then wiped away a spot of sauce from the corner of her mouth. The slow drag of her finger across those glossy lips sent his thoughts spiralling back to the bedroom, to her whispered stories of being such a naughty girl...

Brian shifted in his wooden chair, trying to hide his growing discomfort. The memory of Saturday night, of how hard he'd finished while she described being so dirty, so slutty... He stabbed another chip with his fork, willing himself to think about anything else. The broken signal box on Platform 3, tomorrow's maintenance schedule, anything but the way her voice had sounded when she'd asked if he wanted to hear about her being with multiple men...

Brian watched as Gemma gathered their empty plates, her fingers delicately stacking them. The kitchen clock ticked past nine, marking the end of their quiet dinner.

"Tired, love?" Gemma's voice carried a hint of a suggestion that made Brian's pulse quicken. His eyes fixed on her as she moved toward the sink, her hips swaying with each step. That blue top hugged her curves in a way that made his mouth go dry.

"Aye, could do with an early one." His Yorkshire accent thickened, betraying his rising anticipation. He gripped the edge of the kitchen table, the room felt warmer suddenly, despite the chill seeping through the Victorian windows.

The familiar path upstairs to their bedroom felt different tonight. Each creaking step under his feet marked another moment closer to whatever Gemma had planned. His heart hammered against his ribs as he pushed open the bathroom door.

The bathroom mirror reflected his pale complexion back at him. Steam from the hot tap fogged the glass as he rushed through brushing his teeth, the mint taste sharp on his tongue. Through the wall, he heard Gemma moving around their bedroom, the sound of drawers opening and closing, the soft pad of her feet on the new carpet.

Wonder if she'll tell another story? The thought blazed through his mind, making his hands shake slightly as he rinsed his mouth. Saturday night's revelations rushed back, her whispered words, the way she'd described such filthy things with that innocent voice of hers. His reflection looking back at him showed his excitement plain as day.

Christ, he needed to calm down. Get his racing thoughts under control. He splashed cold water on his face, trying to steady himself. The tap's drip echoed in the quiet bathroom as he dried off with one of Gemma's perfectly folded hand towels.

The bedroom door creaked as he pushed it open. His breath caught in his throat.

Gemma stood by their bed in a black silk negligee he'd never seen before. The material caught the light from their bedside lamps, flowing over her curves like water. His eyes traced the lace trim that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs.

Where'd that come from? The thought floated through his mind as he stood frozen in the doorway. In their five years of marriage, he'd never seen anything like it. This wasn't Marks & Spencer's usual, this was something else entirely.

Brian's back pressed against the padded headboard; the crisp cotton sheets cool beneath his legs. Fresh bedding too, Gemma must have changed them while he was at work. Her touch showed everywhere, from the vanilla candle flickering on the bedside table, casting dancing shadows across their walls, to the perfectly plumped pillows supporting his back. Even the room temperature felt precisely controlled. Nothing happened by accident in their bedroom when Gemma set her mind to something.

The mattress dipped as she slid in beside him, her silk negligee whispering against the sheets. Her hand found his thigh, fingers tracing idle patterns through his pyjama bottoms. Heat bloomed wherever she touched.

"Been thinking about Saturday night all day..." Her words sent a jolt through his body. His pulse quickened, hammering against his ribs. He tried to respond but the words caught in his throat, trapped behind the sudden dryness.

Gemma's hand crept higher, her touch deliberate and teasing. "Do you want to hear what happened at work today?" The sultry edge in her voice made his cock twitch beneath the thin cotton of his pyjamas. All he could manage was a nod, his breath coming faster now.

Her fingers wrapped around him through the fabric, drawing a sharp intake of breath. The bedroom's warm air felt electric against his skin as she leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear.

"Well... there's this young Polish maintenance guy, Marek. All the girls fancy him - he's about 25, works out... always finding excuses to come to the admin office..."

Brian's thoughts scattered like leaves in an autumn wind. How does she think these up? The last coherent thought before her words pulled him under completely.

◆◆◆

Today Marek came into my office talking about this 'broken light fitting'. I knew it wasn't really broken, but Linda was out on one of her long lunches as usual, so I didn't mind. I was wearing that grey pencil skirt you like, and my white blouse. You know the one, it’s a bit tight across my tits.

I knew exactly what I was doing when I uncrossed my legs while I was sitting at my desk... let him see right up my skirt while he was pretending to check the light fitting, but I could feel his eyes on me. Every time I shifted in my chair, his gaze would follow. Made me feel so... naughty. Like t dirty little tart you want to hear me being, Brian.

I kept thinking about how you want me to tell you these stories, how much it turns you on imagining me being bad. Well, sitting there watching this fit young lad trying not to stare at my legs... it brought it all back. That delicious feeling of being desired, of knowing I could be such a naughty girl if I wanted.

"Is hot in here, no?" he said, wiping his brow. "Maybe need take off overall top?"

I watched him peel off the top half of his overalls, tying them around his waist. His white t-shirt was proper tight across his chest, showing off every muscle. Made me bite my lip, remembering how wild I used to be.

"The air con's always playing up," I told him, deliberately letting my voice go all breathy. "Gets ever so warm in here sometimes."

I pretended to fan myself with some papers, making sure my blouse gaped open just enough. His eyes went straight to my tits like I knew they would. God, the hunger in his stare... made my knickers proper wet.

"Perhaps need check thermostat also," he suggested, moving closer to my desk. "Where is control?"

I stood up slowly, smoothing my skirt down. "Just over here," I said, walking to the far wall. Made sure to put an extra swing in my hips, knowing he'd be watching. The way my stilettos clicked across the floor... reminded me of all those nights in clubs, teasing the boys.

"See?" I pointed up high, stretching deliberately so my skirt rode up. "It's a bit temperamental."

He moved right behind me, so close I could feel the heat from his body. The smell of him, his aftershave and sweat made my head swim.

"Allow me," he murmured, reaching up. His body pressed against my back as he pretended to examine the controls. "Is very... complicated system."

I pushed back slightly, just enough to feel how hard he was getting. "Oh yes," I whispered. "Very complicated. Needs a skilled hand to get it working properly."

His breath hitched when I ground back against him. "Mrs Tozer..." he growled softly. "You are a dangerous woman."

"Am I?" I asked innocently, remembering how much you want me to play the slut, Brian. "I'm just a boring married lady, aren't I? Just your average office worker..."

His hand slid onto my hip, fingers digging in. "Not boring. You know what you do, teasing young men like this. Make us crazy with want."

I turned my head, looking up at him through my lashes. "Maybe that's what I need," I breathed. "Maybe I need reminding what it's like to be properly wanted. To be used like the dirty girl I really am..."

The next thing I knew he had me pushed up against the filing cabinets, kissing me so rough, his hands were everywhere. Those calloused worker's hands... felt amazing on my skin. His hands went up my skirt and he literally ripped my knickers clean off, I'm not even joking! Just tore them right off me. Then he shoved them in his pocket, said he was keeping them as a trophy...

He lifted me up easily Brian. God, those arms! He sat me on the edge of my desk. Everything went flying, but I didn't care. My heart was racing as his rough hands pushed my skirt up around my waist. I spread my legs wider, letting him see how wet I already was.

"Such dirty English lady," he growled in that thick accent. "Sitting here all day, teasing me with your legs. You need young cock, yes? Not old husband cock."

I moaned as he rubbed me through the fabric. "Yes... please... I need it..."

He spun me around suddenly, bending me over my own desk. My face pressed against the cold wood as he kicked my legs apart. I heard his zip, then felt him, hot and hard, sliding between my thighs.

"Kurwa... so wet already. Such office slut you are."

When he pushed inside me, I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. He was huge! So much bigger than I expected, bigger than you Brian. Every thick inch stretched me open as he forced his way deeper.

"Fuck... you're so big..." I whimpered, gripping the edge of the desk.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back. "This what you need, yes? Young stud to remind you what real cock feels like?"

Through the internal windows, I could see the factory floor below. Anyone could look up and see me bent over my desk, getting fucked by the maintenance guy. The thought made me even wetter.

"Yes... oh God yes..." I moaned as he pounded into me. "Use me... fuck your office whore..."

His grip tightened in my hair. "Going to breed you like whore you are. Fill you with Polish baby. What husband think of that?"

I could feel every thrust so deep, stretching me wider than I'd been in years. My whole body trembled as he used me roughly, claiming me right there on my desk.

"Please... don't stop..." I begged. "Fuck me harder..."

He did! Ramming into me so hard the desk creaked. "Take it, you English slut. This is what you need, yes? Young cock to put you in your place?"

I could only moan in response as he pounded me relentlessly. Every thrust pushed me closer to the edge. The risk of being caught, his dirty talk, his huge cock stretching me open - it was all too much.

"Such tight pussy for office whore," he grunted. "Going to ruin you for husband. Only want young cock after this."

His words sent shivers down my spine. He was right - I'd never be satisfied with anything less after this. I needed this, needed to be used like the slut I was.

"By the time he'd got me bent over that desk proper, I couldn't think straight. His sweat mixed with that machine oil smell from his overalls, it should've been rank but it just turned me on even more. Felt my stilettos scratching against the wood as he spread my legs wider.

"Such dirty English MILF," he growled, yanking my hair back hard. His accent made everything sound filthier. "Going to breed you like whore you are."

The cool surface of my desk pressed against my tits through my thin blouse. Papers went everywhere - didn't care though, did I? Not with him stretching me open like that. Kept telling me how he was gonna fill me with his Polish baby... knew I shouldn't let him, but...

When he finally came, he just held me down and pumped it all deep inside. Then just... zipped up and left! Didn't even let me finish, the bastard. Left me there bent over my own desk, his cum dripping down my thighs.

I was so worked up... I couldn't help myself. Slid my fingers through his mess and brought them to my mouth. God, I felt like such a dirty cow... but the taste of him... just made me want more."

I couldn't stop myself. The way his cum felt dripping down my thighs drove me wild. My pussy throbbed, desperate to cum after he'd left me hanging, cheeky sod. I slid my fingers through his mess, collecting his thick load.

"Fuck..." I moaned, working my fingers into my aching cunt. His cum made the perfect lube as I started fucking myself. My other hand went to my blouse, yanking it open. Buttons scattered across my desk, but I didn't care. I needed to feel my tits.

I pinched my nipple hard through my bra, imagining Marek's rough hands on me again. My fingers pumped faster into my soaked pussy, his cum squelching obscenely with each thrust.

"Oh god yes..." I whimpered, picturing him telling his mates in the maintenance department about the gagging English MILF he'd just bred. Maybe he'd bring them up next time, let them all have a turn with his new office slut.

My legs trembled as I worked myself closer to the edge. I was their fucktoy now, their dirty married whore to use whenever they wanted. The thought of being passed around between them made me moan louder.

"Gonna be such a good slut for you..." I panted, grinding against my hand. "Let all your friends fuck me too..."

My pussy clenched around my fingers as my orgasm approached. I pinched my nipple harder, imagining rough hands grabbing my tits while they took turns with me.

"Yes... fuck... gonna cum..." I moaned, my whole body shaking. My stilettos scraped against the desk as my legs gave out. I barely caught myself as the most intense orgasm ripped through me.

I was still trembling, trying to catch my breath when I heard the door. My head snapped up to see Linda standing there, taking in my dishevelled state. The room reeked of sex and cum.

She just raised an eyebrow, that knowing look on her face. But she didn't say a word as I scrambled to straighten myself up.

◆◆◆

Brian collapsed back against the headboard, chest heaving, his spent cock twitching in Gemma's firm grip. Her story had pushed him over the edge harder than he'd ever experienced. Thick ropes of cum coated her delicate fingers, dripping onto the fresh cotton sheets.

He watched through lust-filled eyes as she reached for a tissue from the bedside table, methodically cleaning his essence from her hands. The care she took, even in this simple act, made his heart swell.

"Bloody hell," he muttered, still dazed by his post-orgasmic haze. His head spun pleasantly like he'd downed three pints too quickly at the local. The images she'd painted still danced behind his eyes, vivid scenes that felt almost real.

"Where'd you learn to tell stories like that, love?" He turned to face her, marvelling at her innocent expression. The same woman who moments ago had described such filthy acts now looked like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth.

Gemma just smiled that sweet smile of hers, the one that had first caught his eye at the pub quiz years ago. Brian leaned over and pressed a gentle kiss to her lips.

She snuggled into his side, her silk negligee rustling against the sheets. The vanilla scent of her shampoo filled his nostrils as she settled her head on his chest.

Brian stared up at the ceiling, still processing what he'd heard. The level of detail had been incredible. The risk of being seen through those windows, even the smell of machine oil she'd described. His innocent wife had quite the imagination. Must be all those magazines she reads, he reasoned. The ones she keeps in her bedside drawer.

She must have spent ages thinking this up, crafting every detail. Just for him. The thought made him feel special, loved. Who would have thought his Gemma could come up with something so deliciously filthy?

His eyelids grew heavy as contentment washed over him. Next time couldn't come soon enough. He wondered what other stories she might create, what other scenarios that clever mind of hers might conjure up.

As sleep began to claim him, Brian pulled Gemma closer, feeling truly blessed to have such a creative, caring wife. One who'd go to such lengths just to please him.


4: Good Neighbours

Brian wiped down the dark wood dining table with a damp cloth, inhaling the rich aroma of Gemma's lasagne wafting from the kitchen. The table had been his mother's pride and joy back in Leeds, a proper piece of furniture that had seen countless Sunday roasts. Now it would host their first dinner party since moving to this part of Kentish Town.

"Smells bloody amazing in here, love." He arranged the matching place settings, making sure the cutlery lined up just so. "Your lasagne always reminds me of that Italian place we went to in Soho."

Gemma buzzed around the kitchen, her blonde hair tied back in a loose ponytail. She wore that blue dress he liked, the one that showed just enough leg to be proper but still caught the eye. The kitchen timer pinged, and she bent to check the oven, giving Brian a pleasant view.

"Everything's ready," she called over her shoulder. "Garlic bread's warming, salads dressed. Just need our guests now."

Brian adjusted the wine glasses one final time. "Tables sorted. Proper job, even if I do say so myself." He stepped back to admire his handiwork, then crossed to the kitchen. His hand found the curve of Gemma's hip as she straightened from the oven. "You've outdone yourself here."

The doorbell chimed before she could respond. Brian gave her bum a playful pat. "That'll be the Thompsons. I'll get it."

He opened the front door to find Mike Thompson's broad grin. Sarah stood beside him, elegant in a green dress, and behind them, to Brian's surprise, their usually missing-in-action teenage son Jake slouched in a black hoodie.

"All right mate?" Mike thrust a bottle of red wine into Brian's hands. "Brought a little something."

"You shouldn't have bothered." Brian examined the label with approval. "Got plenty in, but cheers all the same." He put the bottle aside with a satisfied smile. Waste not, want not. His dad's Yorkshire wisdom still rang true.

"Hope you don't mind Jake joining us," Sarah said as they stepped inside. "His plans fell through last minute."

"Course not," Brian replied, though he hadn't expected the lad. "Plenty to go round. Gem's made enough garlic bread to feed an army."

He led them through to the dining room where Gemma emerged from the kitchen, a tea towel draped over one shoulder. The greetings and small talk flowed as everyone found their seats, with Brian taking his rightful place at the head of the table, Mike sitting opposite him at the other end. Gemma settled beside Brian while Jake slid into the chair across from her.

Brian watched Jake slouch in his chair, barely touching the lasagne. Typical teenager, that. The lad's dark fringe fell over his eyes as he pushed pasta around his plate.

"Jake's deep in A-level revision at the moment," Sarah explained, reaching for her wine glass. "Aren't you, love?"

The boy grunted, not looking up. Brian remembered being that age - thought he knew everything, he did. Mind you, that was back in Leeds, different times altogether.

"Eighteen last month," Mike chimed in, nudging his son's shoulder. "Though you wouldn't know it. Not even been in a proper pub yet, have you?"

Brian laughed, memories flooding back. "Bloody hell, I was in t'pub from fifteen! Remember that place on Briggate, what was it called? The Duck and Drake. Had my first pint of John Smith's Smooth there."

"Same here," Mike grinned. "Different pub and mind. The King's Arms in Hackney. The landlord knew full well we weren't legal, didn't give a toss long as we behaved ourselves."

Sarah rolled her eyes at their reminiscing. "Different times. These days Jake's got his study group keeping him busy. Speaking of which..." She turned to Gemma. "We've been trying to sort somewhere for them to revise together. Our problem is, Mike and I are both away work during the day."

"Proper little boffins, the lot of them," Mike added. "Computer studies and all that. Way above my head."

"They're good lads," Sarah continued. "Just need someone around to keep them focused. You know what young men can be like at that age."

Brian noticed Jake's face flush red. Poor sod looked like he wanted the ground to swallow him up. Reminded him of himself at that age, when his mum kept going on about him in front of others.

"Clever lad then," Brian offered, trying to include the boy. "Computers and that. Never my strong point."

Another grunt from Jake. Christ, getting blood from a stone would be easier.

The conversation shifted as Sarah praised the meal. "This is proper home cooking, Gemma. Not like the ready meals we end up with half the time. You'll have to share the recipe."

Brian felt a surge of pride. His Gemma knew her way around a kitchen, no doubt about that. Speaking of Gemma, she seemed particularly chatty tonight, telling stories about work that had Mike and Sarah in stitches.

Between mouthfuls of garlic bread, Brian caught Jake stealing glances at Gemma when he thought no one was looking. Brian remembered being that age, all hormones and awkwardness. Back in Leeds, there'd been a dinner lady at his school that all the lads had crushed on. Mrs Peterson, that was her name. Funny how some memories stuck with you.

"So, Jake," Gemma asked, "what got you interested in computer studies?"

The lad mumbled something about coding and gaming, clearly uncomfortable being the centre of attention. Brian watched him shrink further into his hoodie, pushing more pasta around his plate.

◆◆◆

Brian settled back into his leather recliner; a fresh can of Yorkshire best bitter in hand. The Arsenal match played out on the widescreen telly while Mike sprawled on the sofa, both men content after Gemma's hearty lasagne.

"Proper meal that," Mike said, patting his stomach. "Your Gemma knows her way around a kitchen."

Brian nodded, pride swelling in his chest. Through the living room door, fragments of conversation drifted from the kitchen where the women chatted over coffee.

"Of course, they can use our dining room..." Gemma's voice carried clearly.

"You're sure it's not too much trouble?" Sarah's reply floated back.

"I'll keep them supplied with snacks..." Gemma again, sounded enthusiastic.

"Boys that age are always hungry..."

Brian glanced over his shoulder, catching sight of Jake hovering in the kitchen doorway. The lad remained silent as ever, his dark fringe hiding most of his face as he watched his mum and Gemma talk. Poor sod looked properly uncomfortable, like he'd rather be anywhere else.

"Arsenal's defence is bloody shocking this season," Mike commented, drawing Brian's attention back to the match.

"Aye, not half as bad as West Ham though." Brian took a long swig of his beer. "Mind you, football's gone soft these days. All that rolling around when someone breathes on 'em."

The match wrapped up with Arsenal scraping a 1-0 win. Mike hauled himself off the sofa with a groan. "Better get this one home," he said, nodding towards Jake. "Got school tomorrow."

Their neighbours gathered their things, Sarah hugging Gemma warmly. "Thanks again for offering to host the study group. It's such a weight off my mind."

"Anytime," Gemma beamed. "That's what neighbours are for."

After seeing them out, Brian started gathering empty glasses while Gemma loaded the dishwasher. The familiar domestic routine felt comfortable, right.

"Nice people, them Thompsons," Brian said, placing the glasses on the counter. "Proper decent of you to help out with Jake's studying and that."

"It's no bother." Gemma wiped down the granite worktop. "Poor lad needs somewhere quiet to revise with his mates."

"Kids these days though." Brian shook his head. "Not even been in a proper pub at eighteen? In my day we'd have been regulars by sixteen, propping up t'bar in Leeds."

"Different times, love." Gemma smiled, loading the last plate. "They've gone soft compared to your day, haven't they?"

"Too right." Brian collected the empty beer cans. "Still, good thing you're only part-time at work, so you can help out, great being neighbourly and that. I’m sure you can hand four young lads."


5: The Religious Visitors

Brian shifted in his leather recliner, blood pressure rising as he watched the FIFA documentary. Another revelation about bribes and backhanders had him jabbing an angry finger at the screen.

"Bloody corrupt, the lot of them." He drained his can, crushing it in frustration. "Game's gone, I tell you. Working man can't even afford a season ticket these days."

The documentary droned on about Swiss bank accounts and brown envelopes. Brian's face grew redder with each new allegation. "Two hundred quid for a replica shirt? They're having a laugh. When I were a lad..."

Gemma looked up from her phone, uncrossing her legs on the sofa. "Time of the month again, love."

Brian's anger at FIFA evaporated instantly. His pulse quickened as he processed her words. Story time again. Heat rushed to his cheeks as he remembered her last tale.

"This is rubbish anyway." He fumbled for the remote, nearly dropping it in his haste. "No point rotting our brains with this corruption nonsense. Might as well get an early night, eh?"

"Suppose you're right." Gemma's knowing smile made his stomach flip.

They headed upstairs without another word. No need - they both knew what was coming. Brian's hands trembled slightly as he entered their bedroom. The familiar cream walls and family photos watched as he settled onto his side of the bed.

While Gemma disappeared into the bathroom, Brian wriggled out of his striped pyjama bottoms. He tossed them aside, heart pounding as he heard the tap running. Wonder what story she'll tell tonight...

◆◆◆

Brian's mouth went dry. His wife's blonde hair caught the light from their bedside lamp, her ponytail swaying as she stepped into their bedroom. His gaze dropped to her bare breasts, full and perfect. New lace knickers hugged her hips, barely there fabric that made his pulse race.

"Bloody hell," he whispered, Yorkshire accent thickening with desire. When did my Gem get so bold? Heat flooded his cheeks as he watched her saunter towards their bed. The lip gloss made her lips shimmer, drawing his attention to her knowing smile.

She climbed onto their bed, movements deliberate and graceful. Her thighs straddled his legs as she settled her weight across him. Her hands found him, fingers wrapping around his length with practised skill.

"Well then..." Her voice dripped honey-sweet in the dim light. "I've been naughty again..." Her grip tightened slightly, drawing a groan from deep in his chest. "Hope you don't mind, in fact, I’ve been VERY naughty."

Those skimpy knickers must have cost a fortune, his practical Yorkshire mind noted even as desire clouded his thoughts. But watching the way they clung to her curves, he couldn't bring himself to care about the price tag. His hands found her hips, fingers tracing the delicate lace edges.

◆◆◆

I wasn't planning to be bad that morning, honest. Thought I might nip down to Marks & Spencer, maybe buy some new knickers, you know, the proper sexy ones like these? But there I was, just finishing my makeup, wearing that tiny black skirt, you know the one, that barely covers my arse? The white top too, pulled tight across my tits. No bra, obviously, not under that top. Could see my nipples through the fabric plain as day.

Hold-up stockings as well, the ones with the lace tops that sometimes peek out when I walk. Teamed them with those black heels that made my legs look amazing. I mean, I was going shopping, but a girl's got to make an effort, right? I’d forgotten it was warm for the time of year so wouldn’t be able to cover up with a coat.

Then the doorbell rang. Wasn't expecting anyone, so I trotted downstairs, heels clicking on each step. Through the frosted glass I could see figures that looked like men in suits. Probably those energy company tossers trying to get me to switch providers again.

But when I opened the door... oh my days. Four young Mormon boys couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen. All matching pristine white shirts, black ties done up proper tight at their necks. Little name badges and everything. Elder this, Elder that. They looked so sweet and innocent standing there.

Poor things were proper sweating in the heat, faces all flushed. Their shirts were starting to stick to them. "You boys look absolutely baking," I said, putting on my best ‘concerned housewife’ voice. "Why don't you come in for a minute? Get out of this sun?"

I didn't wait for an answer, just turned and walked towards the kitchen.  Made sure to put a bit extra swing in my hips - you know how I walk when I want attention. Could practically feel their young eyes following my legs, watching those stocking tops appear with each step.

They followed me in like little lost puppies, trying to be all proper with their "Thank you, ma'am" and shuffling about with their backpacks and books. Bless them, they actually tried to start their religious chat. Something about families or salvation. Wasn't really listening if I'm honest. I was too busy noticing how they kept stealing glances at my legs when they thought I wasn't looking.

I grabbed some glasses from the top shelf, really had to stretch up high. My skirt rode up just enough to show the lace tops of my stockings and some thigh. The way their eyes followed my every move... made me feel so fucking sexy. Like a proper tart teasing these innocent boys.

"It must be boiling in those suits," I purred, bending right over to fetch ice from the freezer drawer. Knew exactly what I was doing, giving them a proper eyeful. I could practically feel their young eyes burning into my arse.

"Here you go, boys." I handed out the drinks, making sure to lean forward just enough. My tits were practically falling out of my top. Poor Elder James, he was the youngest-looking one, his hand was shaking so much he nearly dropped his glass.

I took them into the front room, and settled onto the sofa opposite them, deliberately not crossing my legs. The tiny skirt barely covered anything. All four of them were proper squirming now, trying to look anywhere but between my legs. But their eyes kept darting back, they couldn't help themselves.

"So, tell me about your mission work," I said, fanning myself with a magazine. My nipples were rock hard under the thin white fabric. "It must be so... challenging... being away from home at your age."

Elder James was proper sweating now, his white shirt going see-through. The others weren't much better. Then I "accidentally" dropped an ice cube down my top.

"Oh!" I gasped, fishing it out slowly. "How clumsy of me..." I drew the ice across my chest, letting the water trickle down between my tits. Their scriptures lay forgotten in their laps as they watched me, absolutely transfixed.

I couldn't take it anymore, watching these innocent Mormon boys squirming. My knickers were soaked through. "Right," I announced, standing up. "Let's be honest here. Have any of you ever seen a proper woman naked? And I don't mean those dirty magazines you hide under your mattress."

Their faces! So shocked, like I'd just slapped them. Elder James went bright red, mouth opening and closing like a fish. The others just stared, wide-eyed. One of them, and Elder Mitchell according to his badge, actually crossed himself. I had to hold in a laugh.

"Mrs... Mrs. Tozer..." Elder James stammered. "Perhaps we should..."

"Should what?" I challenged, fingers moving to my top button. "Leave? But that would be so rude, wouldn't it? After I've been such a gracious hostess?" My fingers worked slowly, deliberately. Pop. Pop. Pop. Each button revealed more skin.

They were too polite to bolt, too well-mannered to offend, their Mormon manners working against them. I could see the conflict in their young faces, I reckon right then they wanted to run but knew it would be improper.

"Besides," I purred, letting my top fall open. "Don't you want to understand the temptations you're preaching against?" The white fabric slid from my shoulders, pooling at my feet. My bare tits right there in front of them, nipples hard and aching.

Elder Mitchell's holy book slipped from his trembling fingers, thudding onto my carpet. None of them moved to pick it up. They were transfixed, these pure boys, staring at my naked breasts like they'd never seen anything so fascinating.

I hitched my skirt higher, making sure they got a proper view of my stocking tops, along with the bare skin above. The lace edges were stark against my thighs. "Tell me what you're thinking, Elders," I commanded softly. "Be honest now. What sinful thoughts are going through those pure minds?"

Elder James swallowed hard. I could see his cock straining against his proper black trousers. All of them were hard, trying to hide it with their books and bags. But I knew.

"Come on," I encouraged, running my hands over my tits. "Tell Mrs. Tozer exactly what you want to do. What wicked thoughts are making those cocks so hard in your Sunday best?"

I moved closer to young Elder James, his hand trembling as I took it in mine. "Don't be scared," I whispered, guiding those virgin fingers towards my breast. "Mrs Tozer's going to teach you everything you need to know."

His touch was so light at first, barely grazing my skin. But I could feel him shaking with need. Poor boy nearly fainted when his palm finally cupped my tit properly. His fingers instinctively squeezed, making me gasp.

"That's it," I encouraged, arching into his touch. "Feel how hard my nipple is? That's what you do to me, all of you pure boys with your proper manners."

The others watched, absolutely mesmerized. Their smart black trousers tented obscenely. Elder Mitchell kept adjusting himself, trying to hide it but making it more obvious.

"Stand up," I commanded softly. "All of you. Show Mrs Tozer what good Mormon boys are hiding under those suits."

They obeyed like they were in a trance. Trembling fingers fumbling with buttons and zips. Layer by layer, their proper clothes fell away. So much pale, untouched skin. None of them had even a hint of a tan line.

"Look at you," I purred, running my hands over Elder James' chest. "So pure, so perfect. But so ready to be corrupted, aren't you?"

I wrapped my fingers around Elder James' cock, making him gasp. "Let me show you what that mouth of yours is really for, besides preaching."

I guided him through it all, where to touch, how to kiss, where to lick and suck, what made a woman moan. The others watched at first, still clutching their scriptures like shields. But one by one, they gave in to temptation.

Elder Mitchell was actually praying while I sucked his cock, muttering "Forgive me" over and over. Made me so fucking wet hearing him fight against it even while his hips thrust deeper into my mouth.

I pushed Elder James back onto the sofa, climbing onto his lap. His cock was already rock hard, leaking pre-cum. The other three watched, stroking themselves through their temple garments.

"Such good boys," I purred, grinding against him. "But I bet you've all had such dirty thoughts during your prayers, haven't you?"

Elder Mitchell groaned, his hand moving faster. "Please... Mrs. Tozer... we shouldn't..."

"Shouldn't what?" I teased, lifting my hips. "Shouldn't fuck a married woman? Shouldn't take turns using her like the dirty slut she is?"

Elder James' cock slid into me easily cause I was soaking fucking wet. He gasped, hands gripping my hips so tight I knew there'd be bruises.

"That's it," I encouraged, riding him slowly. "Tell me how it feels. Use those dirty words you're not supposed to know."

"So... so tight," he stammered, face flushed. "So wet and hot..."

"You can do better than that," I challenged, clenching around him. "Tell me what a dirty whore I am. How sinful it is to be buried in my married cunt."

The word 'cunt' seemed to break something in him. His hips snapped up hard.

"You slut," he growled, accent changing completely. "Such a filthy fucking MILF. Taking advantage of us like this."

"There's my dirty boy," I praised, bouncing faster. "You other two, tell me what you're going to do to me."

Elder Mitchell stepped forward, cock in hand. "Going to fuck your dirty mouth while he uses your pussy."

"Please..." Elder Thompson begged. "Let me have her ass..."

"Such filthy words from such holy mouths," I laughed, bending forward to take Mitchell deep in my throat.

They took turns after that, passing me between them like a proper slut. Each one more eager than the last to prove how dirty they could be.

"Breed the married whore," Elder James growled, watching Mitchell pound into me. "Fill her with Mormon seed."

They lost all control then, turning from innocent Mormon boys into animals. Elder James grabbed my hair, yanking my head back as Mitchell fucked my mouth harder. "Take it, you dirty married English slut," he growled, his restraint completely lost.

Elder Thompson's fingers dug into my hips as he pounded my arse, stretching me wide. The fourth one, Elder Davis I think, was under me, his thick cock filling my dripping cunt. I felt so wonderfully used, split open on their young cocks, them taking me two at a time.

"Look at you taking all of us," Mitchell panted. "Proper whore of Satan, aren't you? Corrupting good Mormon boys."

I moaned around his cock, loving how filthy they'd become. Their manners forgotten as lust took over. James pulled my hair harder, making me gasp.

"Going to fill every hole," Thompson growled. "Mark this married slut inside and out."

"Please," I begged between thrusts. "Use me. Make me your dirty fuck toy."

They switched positions constantly, taking turns in each hole. My mascara ran down my face as they used me roughly. Their innocent faces twisted with lust as they debased themselves.

"Dirty fucking MILF," Davis spat, ramming into my arse now. "Taking advantage of us. Getting us to sin."

"You love it," I taunted, pushing back against him. "Love fucking a married woman nearly old enough to be your mum."

That set them off even more. They manhandled me between them, calling me every filthy name they could think of. Each thrust harder than the last, marking me as their whore.

When they finally finished, they left me covered in their sticky young cum, my holes leaking. Their pristine white shirts were stained and crumpled, ties hanging loose.

"Don't worry, boys," I purred, wiping cum from my face. "God will forgive you. But I'm keeping this as a souvenir." I picked up their Book of Mormon, sticky with evidence of their sin.

◆◆◆

Brian just lay there in his bed, his chest heaving as the last waves of pleasure rolled through him, leaving his body tingling and his mind pleasantly fogged. Gemma's hands, soft and knowing, continued to stroke him gently, coaxing out every last shudder of his orgasm. Her touch was a perfect blend of tenderness and familiarity, a comforting presence that anchored him even as his mind spun with the vivid images she'd painted with her words.

He watched through half-lidded eyes as she reached for the towel she'd thoughtfully placed on the bedside table. Her movements were unhurried, deliberate as if she were savouring the moment as much as he was. The towel was warm and slightly damp as she began to clean him, her touch gentle yet efficient. He could feel the last remnants of his release being wiped away, leaving him feeling both satisfied and cared for.

"Wow," Gemma murmured, her voice a low, melodic hum that seemed to vibrate through him. "You really liked that one, didn't you?" There was a playful note in her voice, a hint of teasing that made him smile despite himself. He could hear the smile in her voice, the satisfaction that came from knowing she'd pleased him.

He nodded, still catching his breath. "Yes love," he managed, his voice rough. "That was... something else." He could feel the heat rising to his cheeks, a mixture of embarrassment and lingering arousal. It was still a novelty, this side of their relationship, and he wasn't quite used to the openness with which she spoke about such things.

Gemma chuckled softly, a sound that was both comforting and arousing. "I'm glad you enjoyed it," she said, her voice warm with affection. She finished cleaning him and set the towel aside, her movements graceful and efficient. He watched her as she moved, admiring the way the soft light from the bedside lamp played across her skin, highlighting the curves and angles of her body.

She leaned over him then, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around them, and pressed a gentle kiss to his lips. It was a tender gesture, a sweet punctuation to the evening's activities, and he felt a warmth spreading through him that had nothing to do with the physical pleasure she'd just given him. Her lips were soft and warm, and he could taste the faint hint of the wine she'd had with dinner.

As she pulled away, he caught a glimpse of her face, her eyes bright and her cheeks slightly flushed. She looked happy, he realised, truly content, and the thought filled him with a quiet joy. He reached up to stroke her hair, his fingers tangling in the silky strands, and she leaned into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

"You're amazing," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "The things you come up with..." He trailed off, shaking his head slightly. "I don't know how you do it."

Gemma smiled a small, secretive smile that made him wonder what was going on behind those expressive eyes. "Just my imagination," she replied, her voice light. "And a little inspiration from life, of course."

He chuckled, feeling a sense of contentment wash over him. "Well, whatever it is, it's incredible. And all for me." He said it playfully, but there was an undercurrent of truth to his words. He felt a deep sense of gratitude, not just for the physical pleasure she'd given him, but for the way she made him feel. Loved, desired, and appreciated.

Gemma's smile widened, and she leaned in to kiss him again, this time lingering a little longer. "Anything for you," she murmured against his lips. "You know that."


6: The Line Blurs

Brian loved Saturday mornings, no work, just him the king in his castle. His front room was bathed in the soft, golden light of a fine May morning, the kind of light that seemed to wrap the room in a warm, lazy embrace. The house was quiet, the only sound was the occasional rustle of the newspaper in his hands and the distant hum of traffic from the street outside.

He took a sip of his tea, the warmth of the mug seeping into his hands, and glanced down at the headline splashed across the back page of The Sun. "LEEDS UNITED RELEGATED TO CHAMPIONSHIP" it read, the words like a punch to the gut. He let out a disgruntled sigh, the sound rumbling deep in his chest.

"Bloody hell," he muttered to himself, shaking his head in disbelief. "Back in the Championship after just one season. What a bloody shambles." He could feel the familiar frustration bubbling up inside him, the same frustration that had been his constant companion since Leeds’s relegation had been confirmed. It wasn't right, he thought. A huge club like Leeds United belonged in the Premier League, not languishing in the second tier.

He took another sip of his tea, the hot, sweet liquid doing little to soothe his irritation. He could feel his Yorkshire pride stinging, the thought of his beloved team back in the Championship like a thorn in his side. He flicked through the pages of the newspaper, his eyes scanning the articles for any scrap of hope, any sign that things might turn around. But there was nothing, just the same old stories of mismanagement and disappointment.

He was so engrossed in his thoughts that he almost didn't hear the soft click of the door opening. He looked up to see Gemma standing there, a vision in a fitted dress and heels that accentuated her curves. Her blonde hair was styled in loose waves, and her makeup was flawless, as always. She looked ready for a day out, her handbag slung over her shoulder and a determined glint in her eye.

"Morning, love," she said, her voice bright and cheerful. "I'm off to do a bit of shopping in town. Thought I'd treat myself to something new to wear." She gave him a quick smile, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Brian nodded, forcing himself to push aside his thoughts of Leeds and focus on his wife. "All right, Gem," he replied, his voice a little gruff. "Have a good day. But don't spend too much, love?" He tried to keep his tone light, but the Yorkshire tightness in his voice betrayed his true feelings. He couldn't help it; the thought of unnecessary spending always made him uneasy.

Gemma laughed, a light, musical sound that filled the room. "Oh, Brian," she said, shaking her head. "You know me. I won't go crazy." She gave him a playful wink, her lips curving into a knowing smile. "Besides, I deserve a little treat now and then, don't I?"

He couldn't help but smile back, her infectious good humour easing some of his irritation. "Aye, I suppose you do," he conceded, his voice softening. "Just don't come back with a wardrobe full of new clothes, all right?"

She laughed again, her eyes twinkling with amusement. "I'll try my best," she promised, blowing him a kiss before turning to leave. "See you later."

He watched her go, admiring the way she moved, the sway of her hips and the confident way she carried herself. She was a striking woman, and he felt a familiar surge of pride at the thought that she was his. He took another sip of his tea as he remembered the first time he met her, at a pub quiz night in Kentish Town. She had been sitting at a table with a group of friends, her laughter ringing out above the din of the pub. He had been drawn to her immediately, captivated by her beauty and her easy charm. It hadn't taken long for him to work up the courage to approach her, and from that moment on, they had been inseparable.

Their relationship had been a whirlwind, a whirlwind that had led them to this moment, to this life they had built together. They had their ups and downs, of course, like any couple, but they always managed to work through their issues, always managed to find their way back to each other.

◆◆◆

Brian stood in the centre of his loft, the familiar scent of wood shavings and machine oil mingling in the air, a comforting aroma that spoke of hours spent tinkering and perfecting his beloved model railway. The loft was his sanctuary, a space where he could escape the pressures of work and the chaos of the world below. Here, amidst the carefully crafted landscapes and miniature stations, he felt a sense of peace and accomplishment.

The new train engine sat on the tracks, gleaming under the soft glow of the overhead lights. It was a beauty, a Hornby model with intricate detailing and a powerful motor that promised smooth, reliable performance. Brian had been looking forward to trying it out all week, and now that it was finally here, he felt a thrill of excitement. He reached for the controller, his fingers brushing against the cool metal as he prepared to bring the engine to life.

As he worked, his mind drifted to thoughts of Gemma. He felt a deep sense of gratitude for his wife, a warmth that spread through his chest and settled in his heart. She was a remarkable woman, he thought, her presence in his life a blessing he never took for granted. The house was always immaculate, thanks to her tireless efforts, and she took care of him in ways he had never imagined possible. She was his rock, his confidante, and his partner in every sense of the word.

He thought about the books she had been reading lately, the ones on Excel and computers that Jake, the neighbour's lad, had left behind. Gemma had been helping Jake and his study group, offering them a place to work and keeping them supplied with snacks and drinks while his parents were away. Brian had been impressed by her willingness to help, her natural kindness shining through in everything she did. It was a far cry from his own youth in Yorkshire, where study groups were unheard of and lads his age were more interested in finding a pub than hitting the books.

Times had changed, he mused, and Gemma was right when she said that the world was different now. He couldn't help but feel a twinge of nostalgia for the simpler times of his youth, but he also recognised the value in the opportunities that young people had today. Jake and his friends were lucky to have Gemma's guidance, and he was proud of her for stepping up and offering her support.

As he adjusted the tracks, his thoughts turned to the evenings they spent together, and a familiar excitement spread through him. He couldn't help but wonder if there would be another story tonight, another tantalising tale from Gemma's vivid imagination. The thought sent a jolt of arousal through him, and he felt his body respond, his heart rate quickening as he imagined the scenarios she might conjure up.

He remembered the first time she had told him one of her stories, the way her voice had dropped to a sultry whisper as she described a scenario that was both shocking and arousing. He had been taken aback at first, surprised by the boldness of her words and the vividness of her descriptions. But as she continued, he had found himself drawn in, captivated by the world she created and the emotions she evoked.

He glanced at the clock, noting the time with a sense of excitement. It was still early, but he knew that the hours would pass quickly as he lost himself in his hobby. He turned his attention back to the train set, his fingers deftly adjusting the tracks and fine-tuning the engine's performance. The model railway was a labour of love, a project that had consumed him for years, and he took pride in every detail, every meticulously crafted element.

◆◆◆

Gemma's new heels clicked against the pavement as she weaved through the Oxford Street crowds, dodging slow-moving tourists and their endless selfie stops. Her Next shopping bag swung from her arm, containing a new pair of skinny jeans and that cute blue top she knew Brian would love. The May sunshine beat down, making her grateful she'd worn her light summer dress.

A group of Japanese tourists blocked the pavement ahead, cameras raised at Selfridges' window display. Gemma squeezed past them, accidentally bumping into a young man in a business suit. His eyes lingered on her curves as she apologised. That familiar tingle of excitement flickered through her, the same thrill she got from the maintenance guy's attention at work.

Her feet carried her towards Soho almost on autopilot. The crowds thinned as she turned off Oxford Street, replaced by a different sort of energy. The narrow streets held old memories, her wild nights in clubs, stolen kisses in doorways, quick fucks in alleyways. Back when she was single, before Brian. Before she became Mrs Tozer, a respectable housewife.

"Could get something naughty while I'm here," she mused, thinking of Brian's growing enthusiasm for their story sessions. "Maybe some lube to make those hand jobs even better for him."

The thought made her bite her lip. She remembered the first time her ex, James had taken her to a sex shop, and just how nervous she'd been. How that nervousness had quickly turned to excitement as they browsed the toys together, his filthy whispers in her ear about how he'd use them on her.

Twenty minutes later, she stood outside 69 Things, staring at the worn red paint and grimy windows. A flicker of uncertainty made her pause. A woman on her own in a place like this... what would people think?

But then those memories surged back, of her being bent over in the changing room of Ann Summers while James fingered her, before buying her first vibrator. The testing out new lubes in hotel rooms. The familiar heat built between her legs.

"Fuck it," she whispered, gripping the tarnished brass doorknob. The old excitement flooded back, that delicious taboo thrill. She was Gemma again, not Mrs Tozer, not Brian's innocent wife, just Gemma, and if she wanted to buy something to spice up the homelife, she would! The door creaked as she pushed it open.

◆◆◆

Brian perched on the edge of their king-size bed, his bare feet sinking into the plush cream carpet. The familiar scent of Gemma's bedtime moisturiser filled the air as he pulled his striped M&S pyjamas from under his pillow. His mind wandered to what stories she might tell tonight, his cock already stirring at the thought.

"How was the shopping trip then, love?" He kept his voice casual while buttoning his pyjama top, not wanting to seem too eager about what might follow.

Gemma rummaged in her Next carrier bag, the rustle of paper matching his quickening pulse. "Got these skinny jeans, don’t worry, they were in the sale." She held up a pair of dark denim. "And this top too." A silky emerald blouse emerged.

"Didn't break the bank, don't worry." Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

Brian chuckled, playing along with their running joke about his Yorkshire thriftiness. "Aye, good lass. Though you know I'm not that tight really." His accent thickened as it always did in intimate moments.

"If you say so love. Oh, and I got something else..." Gemma's voice dropped lower as she reached deeper into the bag. "Thought you might like me in this?"

Black lace and mesh appeared in her hands. Brian's mouth went dry as she held up what looked like something from one of them late-night films, all see-through panels and tiny straps.

Without warning, Gemma pulled her t-shirt over her head, her breasts bouncing free. Brian's eyes widened. She'd never just stripped off like this before, she usually disappeared into the bathroom to change. His cock hardened instantly as she shimmied out of her jeans, standing there in just a tiny thong.

The black teddy slid over her curves like water. The mesh panels revealed teasing glimpses of skin while the lace cupped her breasts perfectly. Brian stared transfixed as she adjusted the straps, his hands trembling slightly.

"Bloody hell, Gem..." His Yorkshire accent thick with desire. She looked like one of them glamour models, but better - because she was real, and she was his.

Without conscious thought, Brian's fingers moved to his pyjama buttons. If she was making this sort of effort... He stripped the top off, then pushed down his bottoms. "Why not?" he thought, his cock springing free, already fully hard in anticipation of whatever delicious story she had planned.

Brian lay back against the pillows, his heart racing as Gemma's curves pressed against him through the delicate black lace. The bedside lamp cast a warm glow across her skin, making the mesh panels of her new teddy shimmer.

"Ready for another story?" Gemma's voice held that teasing note that made his cock twitch. She reached for her shopping bag again. "Got something else while I was out..."

The small bottle emerged from the depths of the carrier. Brian's eyes fixed on the clear liquid inside as she unscrewed the cap. His nostrils flared at the faint sweet scent.

"Thought this might make things more... interesting." She poured a generous amount into her palm, rubbing her hands together until they glistened in the lamplight. The wet sound of her fingers sliding against each other made his breath catch.

Brian's cock hardened fully as she shifted position, straddling his thighs. The lace rode up, revealing more of her long legs. His rough workman's hands found purchase on her soft thighs, steadying her.

"Got a proper good one for you tonight." He expression started to smoulder as her slick fingers moved towards his straining erection. "About what happened when I bought the lube and this teddy. Want to hear it?"

He could only nod, transfixed by the sight of her lubed hands approaching his cock. The first touch of her wet fingers made him gasp.

◆◆◆

I walked into the seedy soho sex shop, the bell above the door tinkling as I looked round the dodgy shop. The musty smell of rubber and stale cigarettes hit me straight away, a proper old school Soho this place was, no smart Ann Summers this. Flickering neon cast weird shadows through the grimy windows.

"Can I help you love?" A well dodgy looking middle-aged bloke with a pot belly leered from behind the counter. His name badge said 'Vince' and he had that look about him. Like he'd seen it all before, probably more than once if you know what I mean.

"Just browsing thanks." I gave him my sweetest smile, already spotting the men pretending not to notice me. Four of them scattered around the shop, trying to look occupied with the merchandise.

I made my way down an aisle lined with dildos and vibrators. Some of them were bloody massive, bigger than my forearm. The realistic ones caught my eye, every vein and ridge perfectly detailed. I picked up this monster black one, must've been 10 inches, feeling its weight in my hand. Running my thumb over the thick head, I could feel myself getting wet just imagining it. I know I had a rapt audience watching me with it.

Oops. I 'accidentally' dropped it, bending right over to pick it up. My skirt rode up more than enough to show the tops of my stockings. The sharp intake of breath from the bloke in the stained raincoat behind me made me smile. Proper cliché he was, but I knew exactly what I was doing to him.

The DVD section was something else. 'Gang Bang Sluts 7' showed some blonde bird absolutely covered in cum. 'BBC Worship' had this tiny white wife taking on three massive black cocks at once. But it was 'Glory Hole Confessions' that really caught my eye. The women on the cover looked so... satisfied, and messy, really caked in it.

I could feel them all gathering now, pretending to browse nearby. Raincoat man, some city type in a suit probably on his lunch break, two older geezers who stank of stale beer and Lambert & Butler. Their heavy breathing... the way they shifted from foot to foot, adjusting themselves through their pockets...

I held up a tiny latex dress against myself, all innocent like. "Do you think this would suit me?" I asked no one in particular. Heard one of them groan. The lubricant display was interesting - strawberry, chocolate... I tested a drop on my finger, slowly licked it off while making proper eye contact with Raincoat Man. His hands were shaking.

There was this display of anal toys, each bigger than the last. I picked up the smallest plug, pretending to be shocked. "Oh my days," I giggled, "People use these?" The suit guy actually took a step closer and tried explaining how they work. His voice was all rough, desperate.

That's when I saw the sign for the video booths. '£10 for 30 mins - private viewing.' My knickers were soaked by then. All these men, watching me, wanting me... but I needed something more anonymous. More... dirty.

I walked up to Vince behind the counter, my heels clicking on the sticky floor. "Those booths in the back... how do they work?" My heart raced as I spoke the words.

"Tenner gets you thirty minutes, love." He winked, sliding a handful of tokens across. "On the house for a pretty bird like you. Been a while since we had anyone like you back there."

The corridor stretched dark ahead, lit only by red bulbs above each door. The air felt thick, heavy with anticipation. I picked the middle booth as the door was wide open. I locked it behind me, didn’t want just anyone walking in did I? The booth was tiny - barely room to turn around. My fingers trembled as I pushed the tokens I’d been given into the slot by the TV.

The screen flickered into life, hard-core porn straight in, volume low out of the tinny speaker. But it wasn't the screen that caught my eye, it was the holes in the walls. Three of them, about waist height. One on each side, one cut into the door at the front. Just the right size for...

My knickers were already soaked through. Just being there, in that dirty little booth, knowing what happened in here... Christ, I felt like such a slag. But that's what you wanted, wasn't it? To hear about me being absolutely filthy.

I heard shuffling in the next booth. Then someone in the other side. They'd followed me back here, those men from the shop. Watching me, wanting me. Waiting to see what this respectable-looking woman would do.

I dropped to my knees in that tiny booth, heart pounding. The first cock appeared through the hole, and bloody hell, it was gorgeous. Had to be that city boy from earlier, could smell his posh aftershave. All clean and smooth, circumcised too. About seven inches of pure perfection.

My mouth was watering as I wrapped my fingers around it. So warm, so hard. Gave it a proper slow lick from balls to tip, tasting his pre-cum. Clean, barely any taste, definitely one of them city types who eat at fancy restaurants.

"Fuck yes," I heard him groan through the wall as I took him deep in my mouth. His cock was hitting the back of my throat, but I didn't care. Just wanted to be a proper dirty cock sucker for him.

His balls were all smooth and freshly shaved against my hand. Premium quality, this one. He didn’t take long, and when he came it was like thick cream flooding my mouth. Swallowed every drop, letting it coat my tongue. Could tell he ate well, none of that cheap takeaway spunk.

Barely had time to catch my breath before the next one appeared. Jesus Christ, he wasn’t in the shop when I walked in, as this one was pitch black and massive. Had to use both hands to wrap around it. When I licked around the head I heard this deep groan through the wall.  I really went to town on him, I had to use both hands too, stroking him fast and hard.

His cum was different, thinner but so much more of it. Like he hadn't finished in weeks. It just kept pumping and pumping. Couldn't swallow fast enough, had it running down my chin, dripping onto my tits through my top.

Know what the dirtiest part was? How much I fucking loved it. Being just an anonymous mouth for them to use. Not some respectable wife anymore, just a cum-hungry slag on her knees in a grotty booth.

Each load made me feel filthier, dirtier. And the filthier I felt, the more my pussy ached. Could feel my juices running down my thighs, proper soaked through my knickers. Never been so turned on in my life...

I got up and pulled my soaked knickers down my thighs, the fabric clinging to my wet cunt. My legs trembled as I stepped out of them, nearly losing my balance in those heels. The smell of my arousal hit me as I brought them to my face, it was musky, raw, animal. Proper dirty girl smell. Made my mouth water, knowing how turned on I'd got from being such a slut for anonymous cock.

Speaking of which, a new cock pushed through the hole to my right. Couldn't help myself, I wrapped my fingers around it while my other hand found my dripping pussy. Christ, I was soaked. My clit was so swollen it almost hurt to touch. If he could have seen my wedding ring on my finger it might have got him off even quacker, knowing I was a taken woman now giving herself to him.

This one was different from the others, shorter but fuck me, it was thick. Like a proper beer can. It had a massive swollen purple head peeking out. When I pulled his foreskin back, it looked so angry, really leaking pre-cum too. I could taste stale beer and cigarettes on him through the hole, probably some bloke who'd snuck out of the pub for a quickie, no doubt. Probably told his mates he was "nipping to the bookies."

My fingers were sliding in and out of my cunt now, matching the rhythm as I sucked him. Could feel my juices running down my thighs, making everything slick and messy. The wet sounds were so fucking filthy, proper cock-hungry slut noises.

That's when I noticed the shadow outside the booth. Someone was watching through the hole in the door. Had to be that Vince - could smell his cheap Lynx Africa mixing with the other dirty smells in here. Made it even hotter, knowing he was perving on me while I worked this stranger's cock.

Started showing off for him then. Got my face right in there, sucking his heavy balls into my mouth. Let the spit run down my chin, made it proper messy and wet. His cock was leaking all over my face as I rubbed it across my cheeks, marking myself with his pre-cum.

The grunting from the other side of the wall was proper animal-like now. His cock was twitching, balls drawing up tight. When he came it was all bitter and salty, I could taste the cheap lager he'd been drinking. But I was such a dirty cow by then, just made me want even more.

The smell of that booth did something to me, stale sweat, cheap aftershave, and pure male musk. Got my knickers absolutely soaked, knowing I was surrounded by all these horny strangers. Could hear them shuffling about in the booths next to me, their heavy breathing, the way they groaned when I worked their cocks.

That Vince was still watching through the peephole, dirty old perv. Caught glimpses of his phone's screen reflecting in the darkness, the flash going off as he snapped pics of me on my knees. Should've been mortified, but it just made me wetter. The thought of him wanking over those photos later, showing his seedy mates or customers who visited his shop what a proper slut I'd been.

The next one that came through was something else. Hadn't showered in days by the smell of him. His cock was all soft at first, nestled in this thick bush of wiry pubes. The raw, unwashed stink of him... fuck me, it was filthy. Should've been disgusted but something about it drove me wild. Got my tongue working around his shaft, tasting the tang of dried sweat and piss. Felt him growing harder in my mouth, stretching my lips wider.

By this fourth one I was like a woman possessed. My fingers were a blur on my clit while I choked myself on anonymous cock. Didn't give a fuck how rank they tasted anymore, I just needed to be used. Needed to feel them shoot their loads down my throat. The dirtier it felt, the more desperate I got.

Could feel my orgasm building, this massive wave about to crash over me. When that last load hit my tongue, everything exploded. My whole body seized up, pussy clenching around my fingers. Had to bite my lip to stop from screaming as I came. Tried to keep swallowing but it was running down my chin, mixing with my spit. Just knelt there shaking, cum dripping onto my tits, while the most intense orgasm of my life ripped through me.

Vince then shoved his cock through the hole in the wall, Christ the size of him! My jaw was already aching, but I couldn't resist, I just had to taste that monster. Biggest cock I'd ever seen, proper forearm sized. Could barely get my mouth around the head.

"Like that, do you darling?" His gruff voice carried through the wall. Made me even wetter hearing him talk, knowing the filthy old perv had been watching me service all those strangers.

My lips stretched wide as I worked more of him in. The taste of his pre-cum was different, muskier, stronger. His cock throbbed against my tongue as I took him deeper. Had to use both hands to wrap round what wouldn't fit in my mouth.

He started proper face-fucking me then, grabbing my hair through the hole. Just held me there while he used my throat. Couldn't breathe but didn't care - wanted to be his dirty little cocksucker. My mascara was running down my cheeks, spit everywhere.

"That's it love, take it all like a good girl," he growled. His cock was leaking constant pre-cum now, coating my tongue. The dirty talk just made me hungrier for it. Started gagging on him, making those nasty throat noises.

When he came it was like a bloody fountain. So much thick spunk flooding my mouth I couldn't swallow fast enough. It ran down my chin, dripped onto my tits. The taste... fuck me, strongest load yet. Proper concentrated man-juice.

My face was an absolute state by then. Mascara everywhere, lipstick smeared, hair all tangled. Could feel dried cum crackling on my skin as it cooled. My jaw ached something fierce but bloody hell, what a rush.

Once I got my breath back, I realised it was time to go before I lost myself in there. I stumbled out of that booth on shaky legs, knickers ruined beyond saving. Could still taste them all, each one different but mixed together into this cocktail of spunk. Some bitter, some sweet, some proper rank... but loved every drop.

Vince was back behind the counter when I emerged, looking right smug. Gave me this knowing wink as I tried sorting my hair out in a grubby mirror. "Come back anytime love," he called after me. "We don't get many quality birds like you in here."

Stepped out into the Soho night feeling absolutely filthy. Could smell sex on my clothes, in my hair. My lipstick was gone, replaced by that tell-tale cock-sucked look. Proper used-up slag face. And you know what? Fucking loved it.

Just telling you about it now... feeling how hard you're getting in my hand... remembering how dirty I was... Christ, my pussy's soaking wet again. Those strangers using me like that, not even seeing their faces... just being a warm mouth for them…

◆◆◆

Brian lay back against the pillows, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to catch his breath. The room felt charged, the air thick with the scent of sweat and the faint vanilla from the candle that had burned down to a stub. His mind was a whirlpool of vivid imagery, each scene from Gemma's story playing out in his head like a film he couldn't turn off.

What an imagination she has, he thought, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. He glanced over at Gemma, who was busy cleaning her fingers with a tissue, her movements casual yet deliberate. The sight of her, so composed and unbothered, made his heart swell with affection. She was his wife, his Gemma, and yet she had this incredible ability to weave these stories that left him breathless and wanting more.

As he watched her, a flicker of doubt crept into his mind. The story had been so detailed, so raw. The way she had described the encounter, the sounds, the smells, it was as if she really had been there, living it. He felt a twinge in his stomach, a nagging thought that perhaps, just perhaps, there was more to her stories than he wanted to believe.

Could she really have done those things? he wondered, his mind racing. He thought of the way she had described the men, the way she had talked about their bodies, their desires. It was all so vivid, so real. His head started to spin, and he felt a little sick as the doubts started.

But then he shook his head, dismissing the thought. Of course not! He knew Gemma, knew her better than anyone. She was his wife, his partner, the woman who had stood by him through thick and thin.

He recalled her sweet smile, the way she cared for him, the little things she did to make their house a home. She was no slut; she was his lovely wife, simply indulging in a bit of fantasy for his benefit. He remembered the women's magazines she sometimes read, the ones with the racy stories and advice columns. That's where she gets her ideas, he thought, feeling a sense of relief wash over him.

Gemma moved with a grace that always captivated him. She tossed the tissue into the bin and turned to him, her eyes soft and inviting. The playful smile on her face was infectious, and he felt himself relax under her gaze. She was his Gemma, the woman who had always been there for him, who had never given him a reason to doubt her.

Just a playful, naughty side she keeps for our special moments, he reassured himself. He watched as she climbed back into bed, her movements fluid and deliberate. She settled beside him, her hand resting on his chest, her touch warm and comforting.

"You okay, love?" she asked, her voice a gentle whisper. He nodded, feeling a sense of calm settle over him. "Yeah, just... processing," he replied, his voice tinged with a hint of embarrassment. She chuckled softly, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his skin.

"You know, I do enjoy telling you these stories," she said, her tone playful yet sincere. "I just want to make you happy, to give you something to think about… while I help you." Her words were like a balm, soothing his doubts and easing his mind.

He reached for her, pulling her closer, needing to feel her warmth against him. She nestled into his side, her head resting on his shoulder, her breath tickling his neck. The familiarity of her presence was comforting, a reminder of the solid life they had built together.

Maybe that's why I love her stories so much, he mused. They take me out of my everyday life and let me experience something different, something exciting. He knew that they would never have the courage to live out those fantasies in real life, but with Gemma's imagination, there's no limit to the fun they can share in these private moments.


7: Happy Couple

Brian’s TV showed BBC News as he settled deeper into his recliner. On the fancy flat screen, footage showed Trump's victory speech while the newsreader droned on about what this meant for global politics.

"By 'eck, what's the world coming to?" Brian shook his head, taking a long sip from the pint glass Gemma had just brought him. The Yorkshire Bitter slid down smoothly, she always knew to let it settle properly before bringing it over. "He's a right bloody nutter that one."

His attention kept drifting from the telly though. Gemma lounged on the other end of the sofa in a silky black negligee he'd never seen before. The fabric clung to her curves in ways that made his mouth go dry. She'd done her nails too, a deep red that matched her glossy lips. Every time she shifted position, the hem rode up slightly higher on her thighs.

Brian couldn't believe how much effort she'd been putting in lately, what with new clothes appearing regularly, and fancy underthings that made his pulse race. He'd even noticed she'd started... grooming differently down there. Not that he was complaining, mind. The smooth skin felt incredible under his touch.

The news droned on, but Brian barely registered it. His mind kept wandering to later, wondering what tale she might spin tonight. The stories had been getting bolder, more detailed as her skill at telling them grew. Sometimes he lay awake afterwards, replaying her words in his head, marvelling at her imagination.

"You know," Gemma's voice cut through his thoughts, "we don't have to wait for my monthly visitor to do story time." She traced patterns on the sofa arm with one manicured nail. "I quite enjoy telling them. Get more out of it than you might think."

Brian's heart skipped. He fumbled for the remote, clicking off the TV mid-sentence about electoral colleges. "Fancy an early night then, love?"

◆◆◆

Brian lay back on the bed, naked and eager. His eyes followed Gemma as she moved beside him, still wearing the lacy black lingerie. The silk whispered against his skin as she settled next to him, her head resting on his chest. Her freshly painted red nails traced lazy patterns through his chest hair.

"You know when your new train that got delivered the other week?" Gemma's voice held a playful lilt. "I didn't share the story of what happened when it was delivered, did I, the very friendly delivery guy?"

Brian's breath caught. He loved how she always had new tales to tell, each one more thrilling than the last. His cock already started to stiffen in anticipation.

Gemma reached toward her bedside drawer. As she pulled it open, a small black book tumbled forward - one of those Mormon bibles. She casually moved it atop the cabinet to reach the bottle of lube behind it. Brian barely registered the book, his attention fixed on her hands as she warmed the slick liquid between her palms.

◆◆◆

I didn't need to rush that morning. Your train parcel wasn't due until late afternoon according to the DPD delivery app, so I'd stayed in my short silk robe after my shower. I didn’t even need the heating on as the sun warmed my back through the kitchen window as I finished the breakfast pots, humming along to Radio 2.

The doorbell's chime startled me. Glancing at the clock - only 9:30 - far too early for any delivery. I pulled my robe tighter, suddenly aware I wore nothing underneath, and padded to the front door.

My breath caught as I opened it. The delivery man towered over me, at least 6'4", his muscled frame straining against his black uniform polo. Dark skin gleamed with a light sheen of sweat, closely cropped hair, and a dazzling white smile that made my knees weak.

"Special delivery for Mr Tozer?" His deep voice sent shivers down my spine.

"Oh! Brian's train. I wasn't expecting it so early..." I clutched my robe closed. "Would you mind bringing it inside? I'm not really dressed for outdoors."

"No problem at all, ma'am." His eyes lingered on my bare legs as he lifted the large package effortlessly.

I led him to the kitchen, very aware of his gaze on me. As I removed my yellow washing-up gloves, my robe slipped, revealing more leg than intended. His sharp intake of breath told me he'd noticed.

"Your husband at work then?" he asked, setting down the package.

"Yes, tube maintenance. Won't be home till late." Why did I tell him that? The way he looked at me made me feel deliciously naughty. "Can I get you something to drink? Must be thirsty, carrying heavy packages all day..."

"A cold one wouldn't go amiss." He flexed his arms, biceps bulging. "Gets hot out there."

"I noticed his eyes following the movement of my breasts under the silk as I reached for his beer. The thin fabric did nothing to hide my hardened nipples, and I deliberately let my robe gape open slightly as I handed it to him.

"Must get lonely, being a delivery driver," I said, leaning against the counter in a way that made my robe ride up. "Just you and your big package all day..."

He took a long drink, his throat muscles working as he swallowed. When he lowered the bottle, his eyes were dark with hunger. "Gets very lonely. Especially when I deliver to beautiful women like you."

I felt my pussy clench at his words. I knew he could probably smell my excitement in the small kitchen.

"You must work out a lot," I heard myself say. "Those muscles... bet you get lots of attention on your rounds."

He chuckled, deep and knowing. "You'd be surprised how many lonely housewives appreciate a man built like me." His eyes locked with mine, leaving no doubt he meant more than just his muscles.

My whole body tingled with anticipation. The rumours about black men... I found myself wondering if they were true. My silk robe felt damp where it pressed between my thighs.

"Would you mind helping me get it upstairs?" I asked, twirling a strand of hair around my finger. "My husband's train layout is in the loft. I'd try myself but..." I gestured at my petite frame with a helpless shrug.

"Course." His dark eyes raked over me. "Lead the way."

My heart pounded as I started up the stairs ahead of him, knowing my silk robe would ride up with each step. The fabric whispered against my bare skin. God Brian, I was already so wet, my thighs slick with arousal. I could feel his eyes burning into my exposed flesh, drinking in every inch.

"Mind the third step, it creaks," I called back over my shoulder, deliberately swaying my hips. My robe slipped higher, and I heard his sharp intake of breath as he realized I was completely naked underneath. The musky scent of my arousal filled the narrow stairwell.

Each step up made my robe rise higher, and I could feel his hot breath on my thighs. The silk would let me see every inch of my arse. I heard him growl, a deep, animal sound that made my cunt throb.

"Fuck, that's the prettiest thing I've seen all day," he muttered. "Your husband know what a tease you are?"

I glanced back over my shoulder, batting my eyelashes innocently. "Who, me? I'm just being helpful..." I deliberately stumbled slightly, making my arse jiggle. His sharp intake of breath told me exactly what he thought of that.

At the top landing, I paused and turned. "Actually..." I wet my lips, looking up at him through lowered lashes. "Perhaps we should take it to the bedroom instead? Leave a little surprise for my husband in there?"

His answering growl sent shivers down my spine. The package hit the floor with a thud as he advanced on me, backing me into the bedroom. My robe fell open and his massive hands cupped my breasts, making me gasp at how small they looked in his grip.

"When his uniform came off... Fuck, Brian, his body was incredible. Like a Greek god carved from polished ebony." I shivered at the memory. "His cock was massive, so thick and black. Tennis ball-sized bollocks, heavy and full. You know how your cock fills me up so nicely, love? Well, he was twice as thick and so much longer..."

The change in him was instant, from a respectful delivery man to a dominant master. His voice dropped to a growl as he ordered me onto my knees. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do, slut."

God, I should have been offended, but hearing him talk to me like that, seeing the raw hunger in his eyes... it just made me wetter. I wanted to be his plaything, his fuck-toy. When he pulled me towards his massive cock, I went willingly.

Dropping to my knees, his rough hands tangled in my hair, yanking hard enough to make me gasp. The dark skin of his thighs rippled with muscle as he pulled me closer to his thick black shaft. My heart pounded at the sheer size of him. God Brian, you know I love your cock, but this was something else entirely, so much thicker, veiny and intimidating.

"Show me what a good little slut you can be," he growled, his voice deep and commanding. A shiver ran through me at his words, my body responding instinctively to his dominance.

I could barely wrap my lips around the swollen head, my jaw stretching wide. He laughed, low and mocking. "That's right, struggle with it. You need training to handle real cock properly."

His cock was so thick, my jaw ached trying to accommodate him. The heavy veins pulsed against my tongue as I struggled to take more. Each time I gagged, he'd pull back slightly, letting me catch my breath before pushing deeper.

"That's it, choke on it," he commanded, his accent getting thicker with arousal. "Show me how much you love serving real cock."

Tears streamed down my face, ruining my mascara. My lipstick left red rings along his shaft, marking how deep I could take him. The musky taste of his pre-cum filled my mouth, more potent than anything I'd tasted before. His heavy balls brushed against my chin, impossibly full.

"Look at you, such an eager little cocksucker," he taunted, forcing himself deeper. "Bet your husband can't make you this desperate."

My eyes watered as he hit the back of my throat, but I couldn't stop myself from moaning around his girth. His pre-cum flowed freely now, coating my tongue. The taste was intoxicating, I just needed more and more of it.

He gripped my hair tighter, using it to control my movements as he fucked my mouth. My lipstick smeared across his length, drool ran down my chin as I struggled to take more of him.

"That's it, worship this superior cock," he commanded. "Show me how badly you need it."

I looked up at him through tear-filled eyes, overwhelmed by his size and strength. His muscles rippled as he controlled my head, using me roughly for his pleasure. The wet sounds of my desperate sucking filled the room.

Suddenly he pulled his cock from my lips, and I was so disappointed, I'd become addicted to that cock, I'd do anything for it.

His hands grabbed my hips, massive fingers digging into my soft flesh, leaving bruises I'd have to hide for days. With one fluid motion, he hoisted me up like I weighed nothing at all, his strength making me feel tiny and vulnerable. God Brian, you don’t know how much that turned me on, being manhandled like a little doll.

"Such a perfect little white slut," he growled in my ear, spinning me around and bending me over the bed. This bed Brian, our marital bed. God that made me fucking horny!  I could see over to the mirror there, which gave me a perfect view of his muscled form towering behind me. "Gonna wreck this tight body."

I felt so helpless pinned there, but fuck I wanted it. Needed it. My cunt was dripping, thighs slick with arousal. When he pushed my legs wider apart, I spread them eagerly, arching my back to present myself.

"Spread those legs wider," he demanded, slapping my arse hard enough to leave a handprint. "Show me how badly you want this black cock."

When he finally pushed inside, the stretch was incredible. Each inch felt like an eternity of pleasure-pain, my body struggling to accommodate his massive girth.

"Please," I begged, not even caring how desperate I sounded. "Please fuck me, use me, make me your slut..."

He laughed darkly. "Your husband ever hear you beg like this? Ever make you this desperate?"

Brian his thrusts nearly broke me. His cock was so thick, stretching me wider than I'd ever been before. I cried out, a mix of pain and desperate pleasure as he forced his way deeper. My fingers scrabbled against the duvet, trying to hold on as he began to pound into me.

"Look at yourself," he commanded, yanking my hair to make me watch in the mirror. "Look at what a dirty little whore you are, taking strange black cock while your husband is at work."

I could barely keep my eyes open through the overwhelming sensations, but what I saw made me moan like a proper slag, my lipstick smeared, mascara running, tits bouncing with each brutal thrust. His dark hands looked massive against my pale skin.

That's when he pulled out suddenly, leaving me whimpering like a greedy slut at the loss. But before I could protest, I felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my tight arsehole. I know I never let you have my arse baby, but he didn't ask - just started pushing in, stretching me impossibly wide.

The burn was intense, tears streaming down my face as he forced his way inside. But mixed with the pain was this overwhelming fullness, this complete submission to his strength and power. He was stretching me so wide, making me his complete slut, claiming the last bit of me that had been saved.

"That's right, cry for me," he grunted, bottoming himself out in my arse. "Gonna ruin these tight holes. No one else will ever satisfy you after this."

I lost all control then, reduced to desperate moans and pleas as he used me roughly. My legs trembled, barely holding me up as he switched between my holes, sometimes pulling out completely before making me beg for his ‘superior black cock’ before shoving back in. The mirror showed every dirty fucking thrust, showed my face twisted in pleasure-pain, his muscles flexing as he dominated me completely. I couldn't recognise myself, but God, I loved it, Brian.

His fingers dug deeper into my hips as he increased his brutal pace. "You're mine now, little white slut. Time to show you what total submission means."

The burn as he forced his way again and again into my arse was exquisite. I'd never felt so utterly filled, so completely owned. Each thrust stretched me wider, making me take more than I thought possible.

"That's right, give up that tight little arse," he growled. "Been saving it for hubby? Too bad, it's mine now."

I could only moan in response, lost in the sensation of being utterly dominated. The mirror showed everything - my face contorted in pleasure-pain, my tits bouncing with each brutal thrust, his massive hands leaving bruises on my hips.

Without warning, he yanked his massive cock from my arse and flipped me over. His strength was incredible, I felt like a ragdoll in his powerful hands. He straddled my chest, that enormous black shaft glistening with my juices as he brought it to my lips.

"Open wide," he commanded. "Clean every inch."

I'd never done anything so dirty before, but God help me, I wanted it. Needed it. Craved the utter degradation of tasting myself on his superior cock. My lips parted eagerly, my tongue extended to worship him properly.

"Good girl," he growled, feeding his length into my mouth. "Show me how much you love black cock."

The rich, musky taste of my arse mixed with his pre-cum made me moan like a proper whore. My hands gripped his muscled thighs as he used my throat roughly, claiming me completely.

His heavy balls slapped against my chin as he pushed deeper. I gagged and choked but kept sucking eagerly, desperate to please him. Tears streamed down my face, ruining what was left of my makeup.

"Gonna fill that pretty mouth," he grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Swallow every drop like a good slut."

The first blast hit the back of my throat with incredible force. Load after load of his thick, hot cum flooded my mouth. There was so much Brian, I struggled to swallow it all, some leaking from the corners of my lips.

When he finally pulled back, my body felt utterly used. My holes gaped open obscenely, making me feel deliciously filthy. My thighs were now slick with a mix of cum and my juices.

I could barely walk afterwards, and my voice was hoarse from the throat-fucking. I had to brush my teeth twice before you got home, love. The taste of his cum was so strong, so different from yours.

He just got up and left me there, sprawled across our marital bed, completely ruined. My holes ached deliciously, stretched beyond anything I'd experienced before. Nothing would ever be the same, I knew right then that I was ruined for your cock love…

THE END?
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A Marriage Evolved

When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.

"A Marriage Evolved" is the first book in The Harringtons series, setting the stage for Emily and James's continuing journey of discovery, passion, and love. This novel contains mature themes and is intended for adult readers who enjoy spicy romance with elements of psychological exploration and relationship dynamics.

A Wife Controlled

Emily Harrington has embraced her new lifestyle with her loving husband James's enthusiastic support. As their journey of exploration continues, the departure of her first lover marks the end of an era - but new horizons beckon as Emily discovers fresh desires and pushes her boundaries further than ever before.

When a chance encounter with a young admirer leads to increasingly daring adventures, Emily finds herself caught between exhilarating pleasure and mounting pressure. As her husband watches proudly from the sidelines, she begins to explore the world of adult entertainment under the guidance of experienced industry professionals. Her natural talent and uninhibited nature quickly catch the attention of producers and fellow performers alike.

However, not everything is as it seems. Dark forces are at work, and Emily soon finds herself trapped in an increasingly dangerous web of manipulation and control. Her young admirer reveals a predatory nature that threatens not just her newfound freedom, but her entire world. With her marriage, career, and reputation at stake, Emily must find the strength to take back control of her destiny.

As she navigates these treacherous waters, Emily discovers unexpected allies in old friends and new acquaintances. Her husband James proves to be her strongest supporter, helping her turn the tables on those who would seek to exploit her. Together, they devise a plan to expose the truth and reclaim their power dynamic.

Throughout her ordeal, Emily's experiences lead her to question her own desires and boundaries. The line between pleasure and danger becomes increasingly blurred as she explores the depths of her submission while maintaining her core strength. Her journey of self-discovery takes unexpected turns, leading her to consider new career possibilities that would have seemed unthinkable mere months ago.

The clubs and private parties of London's exclusive adult scene become both her playground and battlefield. As Emily's reputation grows, so do the opportunities presented to her. But with greater visibility comes increased risk, and she must carefully balance her public persona with her private life.

With James by her side, Emily emerges from her trials stronger and more confident than ever. Their relationship deepens through each challenge, proving that true love can weather any storm. As they look to the future, new doors open - but shadows lurk in unexpected places, hinting at challenges yet to come.

This second instalment in “The Harringtons” series delves deeper into themes of trust, power, and personal growth. Emily's journey from a confident wife to an independent performer showcases the strength found in vulnerability and the power of honest communication in relationships. As the story concludes, readers will find themselves eagerly anticipating what the future holds for this remarkable couple.

Emma's Secret Society

Emma Williams has always found escape in romance novels, carefully hiding her spicier reads behind Jane Austen on her classroom bookshelf. But when her growing Bookstagram following and increasingly explicit book reviews start attracting attention, Emma discovers a hunger for more than just reading about adventure—she wants to live it.

Her supportive husband Jordan has never considered sharing his wife, but Emma's newfound confidence and their deep trust lead them to explore new possibilities together. When their regular movie nights with Jordan's university friends begin taking on a different tone, Emma realises these men she's known for years are seeing her in an entirely new light. Each brings something unique to her journey: Dan's gentle strength, Marc's passionate intensity, Tom's artistic vision, and Ryan's arrogant challenge to everything she thought she knew about herself.

But it's Ryan who proves the most complicated. Their antagonistic relationship masks a deeper connection—one that becomes impossible to ignore when Emma discovers he's been secretly following her book reviews under the username DarkDomReader. A snowstorm forces them to confront their feelings, leading to an arrangement none of them expected but all of them needed.

What starts as exploration evolves into something deeper, as Emma navigates relationships with each man while maintaining the primary bonds with Jordan and Ryan. From steamy photography sessions and culinary seduction to passionate encounters, Emma discovers different facets of her sexuality with each unique connection. Her Instagram following grows as she documents her journey through book reviews that become increasingly personal, drawing thousands of followers into her world of literary and literal passion.

Through it all, Emma remains the confident centre of this reverse harem romance, calling the shots and setting boundaries while exploring her deepest desires. Her transformation from shy English teacher to empowered seductress drives the narrative, proving that quiet bookworms often hide the wildest dreams. The men in her life support and encourage her journey, each adding their own chapter to her story while respecting her marriage and choices.

This steamy contemporary romance features multiple fan-favourite tropes: reverse harem, enemies to lovers, forced proximity, best friend's wife, and hotwife dynamics. The story explores themes of sexual awakening, polyamory, trust, and the power of honest communication in relationships. While explicit in its intimate scenes, the focus remains on emotional connections and character growth throughout.

Readers will find themselves drawn into Emma's world, where book recommendations lead to real-life adventures, and social media becomes a playground for exploration. The story celebrates female sexuality and empowerment while maintaining the emotional depth that romance readers crave. From the initial spark of attraction to the final fiery resolution, every scene builds upon the growing connections between characters.

The Personal Trainer

The Personal Trainer - A Hotwife Tales Novella

Jessica Swan never expected a gym membership to change her marriage. When her supportive husband Mike encourages her to work with Blake, Elite Performance Fitness's most sought-after personal trainer, she's only thinking about getting in shape.

Blake Thompson is professional, hands-on, and knows exactly how to push his clients to their limits. His reputation for transforming bodies is matched only by his ability to read couple dynamics, especially when a husband seems particularly encouraging.

As the training sessions progress, Jessica finds herself responding to more than just Blake's exercise regime. The way he positions her, corrects her form, and praises her progress awakens something she never knew she needed. Meanwhile, Mike's encouraging presence adds an unexpected layer of excitement to their sessions.

When a chance encounter in the steam room raises the temperature beyond professional boundaries, Jessica discovers her husband's surprising reaction. Could Mike's supportive behaviour be more than just innocent encouragement?

As Jessica explores her emerging desires with both men's explicit approval, she discovers that sometimes the strongest marriages are built on complete trust, open communication, and shared adventures. But crossing boundaries at the gym might just give her the workout of her life...

A steamy tale of trust, desire, and modern relationship dynamics, "The Personal Trainer" explores what happens when professional touches become something more - with her husband's full encouragement.

This novella features consensual adult situations, passionate encounters, and married couples exploring alternative lifestyle choices. Part of the Hotwife Tales series but can be read as a complete standalone story.

Office Desires

Beverly Dunaway seems like your typical busty blonde secretary - naive, giggly, and completely oblivious to the effect her curves have on her male colleagues. Her husband Rod thinks he knows his wife of fifteen years, but he's about to discover there's more to Beverly than meets the eye.

When Rod overhears his wife's flirtatious office banter during a work-from-home day, something stirs within him. Rather than jealousy, he finds himself aroused by the way her colleagues openly desire her. His encouragement leads Beverly to dress more provocatively for work, setting off a chain of increasingly erotic events.

Between Dave the dominant boss, Stuart the manipulative analyst, and Charlie the gym-buff junior, Beverly soon finds herself the centre of attention. But who's really in control? As office dares escalate and boundaries blur, Rod discovers his own voyeuristic tendencies growing stronger.

What starts as innocent flirting quickly evolves into something far more explicit. As Beverly's birthday party approaches, both husband and wife find themselves drawn deeper into a web of office politics and sexual liberation. Will their marriage survive Beverly's transformation from innocent secretary to office hotwife? Or will it become stronger than ever?

This sizzling novella explores themes of sexual awakening, marriage enhancement through hotwifing, office power dynamics, and female empowerment. With explicit scenes of group play, light cuckolding, and office misconduct, "Office Desires" delivers a potent mix of psychological manipulation and raw sexuality.

Follow Beverly's journey as she navigates between her public persona of naive secretary and her private reality as a sexual manipulator. Watch Rod's evolution from hesitant husband to eager voyeur. Experience the tension as office politics merge with primal desires.

Packed with steamy encounters, forbidden office romance, and shocking revelations, this novella will keep you turning pages while squirming in your seat. Perfect for fans of hotwife fiction, office romance, and stories of sexual awakening.

The question isn't whether Beverly will submit to her colleagues' desires - it's whether they'll realise they're playing right into her hands.

Get ready for a wild ride through the corporate world where nothing is quite what it seems, and everyone has hidden desires waiting to be unleashed.
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